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Geoffrey Chaucer, according to his own ac- 
count, was born in London, and the year 1328 is 
generally assigned as the date of his birth. The 
name is Norman^ and^ according to Francis 
Tbynne, the antiquarian, is one of those, on the 
roll of Battle Abbey, which came in with William 
the Conqueror \ It is uncertain at which of the 

* Vide Thjnne's animadTersions on Speght's edition of Chau- 
cer, in the Rev. H. Todd's Illustrations of Gower and Chaucer, 
p. 18. Thynne calls in question Speght's supposition of Chaucer 
being the son of a vintner, which Mr. Godwin, in his Dfe of 
Chaucer, has adopted. Respecting the arms of the poet, Thynne 
(who was a lierald) farther remarks to Speght, " you set down 
that some heralds are of opinion that he did not descend from 
any great house, whiche they gather by his armes : it is a slender 
conjecture ; for as honourable bowses and of as great antiquytye 
have borne as mean armes as Chaucer, and yet Chaucer's armes 
are not so mean eyther for colour, chardge, or particion, as some 
will make them.*' If indeed the fact of Chaucer's residence in 
the Temple could be proved, instead of resting on mere rumour, 
it would be tolerable evidence of his high birth and- fortune ; for 
only young men of that description were anciently admitted to 
VOL. I. * B 2 



4 CHAUCER. 

universities he studied. Warton and others, who 
allege that it was at Oxford, adduce no proof of 
their assertion ; and the signature of Philogenet of 
Cambridge, which the poet himself assumes in one 
of his early pieces^ as it was fictitious in the name^ 
might be equally so in the place ; although it leaves 
it rather to be conjectured that the latter university 
had the honour of his education. 

The precise time at which he first attracted the 
notice of his munificent patrons, Edward III. and 
John of Gaunt^ cannot be ascertained ; but if his 
poem^ entitled The Dreme^ be rightly supposed to 
be an epithalamium on the nuptials of the latter 
prince with Blanche heiress of Lancaster, he must 
have enjoyed the court patronage in his thirty-first 
year. The same poem contains an allusion to the 
poet's own attachment to a lady at court, whom he 
afterwards married. She was maid of honour to 
Philippa^ queen of Edward III. and a younger sister 
of Catherine Swinford^ who was first the mistress^ 
and ultimately the wife of John of Gaunt. 

the iim$ of court. But unfortunateljr for the claims of the Inner 
Temple to the honour of Chaucer's residence, Mr. Thjnne de- 
clares " it most ccrtaine to be gathered by circumstances of 
recordes, that the lawyers were not of the Temple till the latter 
parte of the reygne of Edw. III. at which tyme Chaucer was 
a grave manne, holden in greate credyt, and employed in 
embassy e.** 

* Catherine was the widow of Sir John Swinford, and daughter 
of Payne tic Rouet, king at arms to the province ofGuienne. It 
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By tills connexion Chaucer acquired the power- 
fill sujpport of the Lancastrian family ; and during 
his life his fortune fluctuated with theirs. Tradition 
has assigned to him a lodge, near the royal abode 
of Woodstock, by the park gate, where it is pro- 
bable that he composed some of his early works ; 
and there are passages in these which strikingly 
coincide with the scenery of his supposed habita* 
tion. There is also reason to presume that he ac- 
companied his warlike monarch to France in the 
year 1359; and A-om the record of his evidence in a 
military court, which has been lately discovered, 
we find that he gave testimony to a fact which he 
witnessed in that kingdom in the capacity of a sol- 
dier. But the expedition of that year, which ended 
in the peace of Bretign6, gave little opportunity of 
seeing military service ; and he certainly .never re- 
sumed the profession of arms. 

In the year 1367 he received from Edward III. 
a pension of twenty marks per annum, a sum which 
in those times might probably be equivalent to twb 
or three hundred pounds at the present day. In the 
patent for this annuity he is styled by the king 

appears from other evidence, however, that Chaucer's wife's name 
was Philippa Vykard, Mr. Tjrwhitt explains the circumstance of 
the sisters having difterent names, hy snpponng that the father and 
hit eldest daughter Catherine might bear the name of De Rouet, 
firom some estate in their possession; while the family name I^- 
kard was retiuned.by the younger daughter Philippa, who was 
ClMMicer's wife. 
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vale^us nester. The name vakttus was giren to 
yading men of the highest quality before they were 
knighted, though not as a badge of service. Chau- 
cer, however, at the date of this pension, was not ft 
yoong man, being then in his thirty-ninth year. He 
did not acquire the title of scutifer^ or esquire ^^ 
five years after, when he was appointed joint envoy 
%o Genoa witli Sir James Pronan and Sir John de 
Mari» It has been conjectured, that afler finishing 
the business of this mission he paid a reverential 
▼isH; to Petrarch, who was that year at Padua \ The 

> Mr. Tyrwfaitt is upon the whole inclined to doubt of tins 
poetical meeting ; and De Sade, who, in his Memdres poor la Vie 
de Petrarque, mnceived he should be able to prove that it took 
place, did not live to fulfil his promise. The circumstance which, 
taken collaterally with the fact of Chaucer's appointment to go to 
Italy, has been considered as giving the strongest probability to the 
y^gHsh poet's having visited Petrarch, is that Chaucer makes one 
of the pilgrims in the Canterbury Tales decUre, that he learnt his 
«tory from the worthy clerk of Padua. The story is that of Pa- 
tient Grisilde ;. which, in fact, originally belonged to Boccaccio, 
and was only translated into Latin by Petrarch. It is not easy to 
ezpliun, as Mr. Tyrwhitt remarks, why Chaucer should have pro- 
claimed his obligation to Petrarch, while he really owed it to 
Boccaccio. According to Mr. Godwin, it was to have an occasion 
of boasting of Ms friendship with the Italian laureat. But why 
does he not boast of it in his own person ? He makes the clerk 
of Oxford declare, that he had his story from the clerk of Padua; 
but be does not say that he had it himself from that quarter. 
Mr. Godwin, however, believes that he shadows forth himself 
under the character of the lean scholar. This is surely impro- 
bable; when the poet in another place describes himself as round 
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&0I9 iMHrerer, of an interview, so pleasing to the 
imagination, rests upon no certain evidence; nor are 
ther^ even satisfactory proofs that he ever went on 
his Italian embassy. 

His genius and connexions seem to have li»pt 
him in prosperity during the whole of Edward III/« 
reign^ and during the period of John of Gauht's 
influence in the succeeding one. From Edward he 
had a grant of a pitcher of wine a day, in 1374, and 
was made comptroller of the small customs of wool 
and of the small customs of wine in the port of Lon« 
don. In the next year the king granted him the 
wardship of Sir Simon Staplegate*s heir, for which 
he received ^104. The following year he received 
some forfeited wool to the value of £71 4Sk 6d, sums 
probably equal in effective value to twenty tim^a 
their modem denomination. In the last year oi 
Edward he was appointed joint envoy to France 
with Sir Guichard Dangle and ^ir Richard Stan, or 
Sturrey, to treat of a marriage between Richard 
Prince of Wales and the daughter of the Frendi 
king. His circumstances during this middle paift of 
his life must have been honourable and opulent; 
and they enabled him, as he tells us in his Testa* 

and jolly, while the poor Oxford scholar u lank and meager. Jf 
Chaucer really was corpulent, it was inde^ giving but a shadow 
of faknseif to paint his figure as very lean : but why should be 
f^w^ bunsdf a double existence, and describe both the jolly s«b* 
vad the veager shadow? 
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ment of Lore, to maintain a plentiful hospitality; 
bitt the picture of his fortunes was sadly reversed 
by the decline of John of Gaunt's influence at the 
court of Richard II. but more immediately by the 
poet's connexion with an obnoxious political party 
in the city. This faction, whose resistance to an 
arbitrary court was dignified with the name of a 
rebellion, was headed by John of Northampton, or 
Comberton, who in religious tenets was connected 
with the followers of Wickliffe, and in political in- 
terests with the Duke of Lancaster ; a connexion 
which accounts for Chaucer having been implicated 
in the business. . His pension, it is true, was renewed 
under Richard; and an additional allowance of 
twenty marks per annum was made to him, in lieu 
of his daily pitcher of wine. He was also continued 
in his office of comptroller, and allowed to exe- 
cute it by deputy, at a time when there is every 
reason to believe that he must have been in exile.- 
It is certain, however, that he was compelled to fly 
firom the kingdom on account of his political con- 
nexions; and retired first to Hainault, then to 
France, and finally to Zealand. He returned to 
England, but was arrested and committed to prison.. 
The coincidence of the time of his severest usage 
with that of the Duke of Gloucester's power, has 
led to a fair supposition that that usurper was per- 
sonally a greater enemy to the poet than King 
Richard himself, whose disposition towards him 
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miglit have been softened by the good officet.^f 
Anne of Bohemia^ a princess never mentioned by 
Chauoer but in terms of the warmest panegyric. 

While he was abroad, his circumstances had. been 
impoverished by his liberality to some of his fellow 
fiigitives ; and his effects at home hiad been crudly 
embezzled by those entrusted with their manage-* 
ment, who endeavoured, as he tells us, to make him 
perish for absolute want. 

In 1388, while yet a prisoner, he was obliged 
to dispose of his two pensions, which 'were all the 
resources now left to him by his persecutors. As 
the price of his release from imprisonment, he was 
obliged to make a confession respecting the late 
conspiracy. It is not known what he revealed; 
certainly nothing to the prejudice of John of Graunt, 
since that prince continued to be his friend. 

To his acknowledged partizans, who had betrayed 
and tried to starve him during his. banishment, he 
owed no fidelity. It is true, that extorted evidence 
i& one of the last ransoms which a noble mind would 
wish to pay for liberty; but before we blame Chau- 
cer for making any confession, we should consider 
how &ir and easy the lessons of uncapitulating for- 
titude may appear on the outside of a prison, and 
yet how hard it may be to read them by the light 
of a dungeon. As far as dates can be guessed at in 
so obscure a transaction, his liberation took place 
oft^ Richard had shaken off the domineering party 
of GHloacester, and had begun to act for himsdf* 
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XSuiiidBr's polidoal erfonh-and be considered bis 
share in the late conspiracy as errors of judgment, 
though not of intention-— had been committed while 
Bichard was a minor, and the acknowledgment of 
them might seem less humiliating when made to 
Ae monarch himself^ than to an usurping faction 
ruling in his name. He was charged too, by bis 
loyBiHty, to make certain disclosures important to the 
peace of the kingdom ; and his duty as a subject^ 
independent of personal considerations, might well 
bci ppt in competition with ties to associates already 
broken by their treachery ^ 

While in prison, he began a prose work entitled 
The Testament of Love, in order to beguile the 
tedium of a confinement, which made every hour, 
be says, appear to him an hundred winters ; and he 
seems to have published it to allay the obloquy at- 
tendant on his misfortunes, as an explanation of his 
past conduct. It is an allegory, in imitation of Boe* 
diius*s Consolations of Philosophy; an universal fa- 
Toorite in the early literature of Europe* Never 
was an obscure afiair conveyed in a more obscure 
apology; yet amidst the gloom of allegory and la- 
mentation, the vanity of the poet sufficiently breaks 
out* It is the goddess of Love who visits him in 

confinement, and accosts him as her own immor- 



> " For my trotbe and my comdenoe," he says in his Testa- 
ment of Love, " bene witnesae to me botbe, that this knowing 
•othe have 1 saide for troethe of my ieig^mice by which I was 
ditrged on my kinges behalf.'' 
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tal bard. He descants to her oo his own misfor- 
tiinesy on the politics of London, and on hk demo- 
tion to the Lady Marguerite, or pearl, whom be 
found in a muscle shell, and who turns out at last 
to mean the spiritual comfort of the Church ^ 

In 1389 the Duke of Lancaster returned from 
Spain, and he had once more a steady protector. 
In that year he was appointed clerk c^ the works 
at Westminster, and in the following year clerk of 
diose at Windsor^ with a salary of ^36 per annum* 
His resignation of those offices, which it does not 
appear he held for more than twenty months^ brings 
us to the sixty-fourth year of his age, when he re«- 
tired to the country, most probably to Woodstock, 
Imd there composed his immortal Canterbury Tales, 
amidst the scenes which had inspired his youthful 
genius. 

In 1394 a pension of £20 a year was granted to 
faim, and in the last year of Richard's reign he had 
a grant of a yearly tun of wine, we may suppose in 
lieu of the daily pitcher^ which had been stopped 
daring his misfortunes. 

Tradition assigns to our poet a residence in bis 
M age at Donnington Castle, near Newbury, in 
Berkshire ; to which he must have moved in 1897» 

> Mr. Todd has giveu, in his Illustratioiis, some poems supposed 
to be written by Chaucer during his imprisonment; in 'which, m 
the same allegorical manner, under the praises of Spring, he ap- 
pears to implore the assistance of Vere, Earl of Oxford, die pr^ 
cipal fivoorite of Richard II, 
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if he evei^ possessed that mansion : but Mr. Grose, 
who affirms that he>purchased Donniogton Castle m 
that year^ has neglected to show the documents of 
Bueh a purchase* One of the most curious particu* 
lars in the latter part of his life is the patent of pro- 
tection granted to Chaucer in the year 1398^ which 
his former inaccurate biographers had placed in tlie 
second year of Richard, till Mr. Tyrwhitt corrected 
the mistaken date. The deed has been generally 
supposed to refer to the poet's creditors; as it pur- 
ports, however, to protect him contra aemidos suos^ 
the expression has led Mr. Godwin to question its 
having any relation to his debtors and creditors. It 
is true that rivals or competitors are not the most 
obvious designation for the creditors of a great 
poet ; but still, as the law delights in fictions, and as 
the writ for securing a debtor exhibits at this day 
such figurative personages as John Doe and Richard 
Roe, the form of protection might in those times 
have ' been equally metaphorical ; nor, as a legal 
metonymy, are the terms rival and competitor by 
any means inexpressive of that interesting relation 
which subsists between the dun and the fugitive; 
a relation which in all ages has excited the warmest 
emulation, and the promptest ingenuity of the hu« 
man mind. Within a year and a half from the date 
of thb protection, Bolingbroke, the son of John of 
Gaunt, ascended the throne of England by the title 
of Henry I Vr 
It is creditable to the memory of that prince; that 
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however basely he abandoned so many of his fiitherfs 
friends,- he did ]:iot suffer the poetical ornament of the 
age to be depressed by the revolution. Chaucerfs 
annuity and pipe of wine were continued under the 
new reign, and an additional pension of forty marim 
a year was conferred upon him. But the poet did 
not long enjoy this accession to his fortune. He 
died in London, on the twenty-fiflh of October, 
1400, and was interred in the south cross aisle .of 
Westminster Abbey. The monument to hts me- 
tnory was erected a century and a half after his 
decease, by a warm admirer of his genius, Nicholas 
Brigham, a gentleman of Oxford. It stands at the 
north end of a recess formed by four obtuse foliated 
arches, and is a plain altar with three quatrefoils and 
the same number of shields. Chaucer, in his Trea- 
tise of the Astrolabe, mentions his son Lewis, for 
whom it was composed in ISpi, and who was at that 
time ten years of age. Whether Sir Thomas Chau- 
cer, who was Speaker of the House of Commons in 
the reign of Henry IV. was another and elder son 
of the poet, as many of his biographers have sup- 
posed, is a point which has not been distinctly as- 
certained. 

Mr. Tyrwhitt has successfully vindicated Chaucer 
from the charge brought against him by Yerstegan 
and Skinner, of having adulterated English by vast 
importations of French words and phrases. If Chau- 
cer had indeed naturalized a multitude of French 
words by his authority, he might be regarded as a 
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b61d innoTator, yet the language would have atiU 
been indebted to him for enriching it« But such 
lerolutions in languages are not wrought by indi>« 
viduali ; and the style of Chaucer will bear a fiur 
comparison with that of his contemporaries, Gow«% 
Wickliflfe, and Mandeville. That the polite English 
of that period should have been highly impregnated 
with French is little to be wondered at, considering 
that English was a new language at court, where 
Fren'ch had of late been exclusively used, and must 
have still been habitual. English must, indeed^ 
have been known at court when Chaucer began 
his poetical career, for he would not have addressed 
his patrons in a language entirely plebeian; but 
that it had not been long esteemed of sufficient dig^ 
Bity for a courtly muse appears from Gower's conti- 
nuing to write French verses, till the example of 
his great contemporary taught him to polish his 
native tongue ^ 
' The same intelligent writer, Mr. Tyrwhitt, while he 

> Mr. Todd, in his Illustradons of Gower and Chancer, p. 26, 
obflerves, that authors, both historical and poetical, in the centurj 
after the decease of these poets, in usually coupling their names, 
place Gower before Chaucer merely as a tribute to his seniority. 
But though Gower might be an older man than Chaucer, and pos- 
sibly earlier known as a writer, yet unless it can be proved that 
he published English poetry before his Confessio Amantis, of 
wUeh tiiere appears to be no evidence, Chaucer must still claim 
preocdency as the eartier English poet. The Confessio Amantis 
was published in the sixteenth year of Richard IJL's reign, at 
which time Chaucer bad written all his poems except the Canter- 
bury Tales. 
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tindicfttesChaucerfrom the knputation of leaving En- 
glish more full of French than he found it, conslderf 
it impossible to ascertain, with any degree of cer* 
tainty, the exatt changes which he produced uppii 
the national style, as We have neither a regular ie« 
ries of authors preceding him, nor authentic copies 
of their works, nor assurance that they were held aa 
standards by their contemporaries. In spite of this 
difBculty, Mr. Ellis ventures to consider Chaucer as 
distinguished from his predecessors by his fondness 
for an .Italian inflexion of words, and by his imitating 
the characteristics of the poetry of that nation, 
, He has a double claim to rank as the founder of 
Bnglish poetry, from having been the fiifsl to make 
it the vehicle of spirited representations of life and 
native manners, and from having been the first great 
architect of our versification, in giving our language 
the ten syllable, or heroic measure, which, though it 
may sometimes be found among the lines of more an- 
dent versifiers, evidently comes in only by accident. 
lliis measure occurs in the earlieet poem that is at- 
tributed to him \ The Court of Love, a title borrowed 
from the fantastic institutions of that name, where 
p<^ts of casuistry in the tender passion were de* 
bated and decided by persons of both sexes. It is 
a dream, in which the poet fancies himself taken to 
the Temple of Love, introduced to a mistress, and 
sworn to observe the statutes of the amatory god. 

> Written, as some fiues in the piece import, at the age of 
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As the earliest work of Chaucer, it interestiogly ex- 
hibits the successful effort of his youthfiil hand in 
erecting a new and stately fabric of English num- 
bers. As a piece of fancy, it is grotesque and mea- 
ger ; but the lines often flow with great harmony* 

His story of Troilus and Cresseide was the de- 
light of Sir Philip Sydney; and perhaps, except- 
ing the Canterbury Tales, was, down to the time of 
Queen Elizabeth, the most popular poem in the En- 
glish language. It is a story of vast length and 
almost desolate simplicity, and abounds in all those 
glorious anachronisms which were then, and so long 
after, permitted to romantic poetry : such as making 
the son of King Priam read the Thebais of Statius, 
and the gentlemen of Troy converse about the 
devil, justs and tournaments, bishops, parliaments, 
and scholastic divinity. 

The languor of the story is, however, relieved by 
many touches of pathetic beauty. The confession 
of Cresseide in the scene of felicity, when the poet 
compares her to the ** new abashed nightingale, 
that stmteth first ere she beginneth sing," is a fine 
passage, deservedly noticed by Warton. The grief 
of Troilus after the departure of Cresseide is strongly 
portrayed in Troilus*s soliloquy in his bed. 

*' Where is mineowne ladie, lief^ and dere? 
. Where is her whit^ brest— where is it— where? 
Where been her armds, and her iyen clere^ 
That yesterday this timd with me were ? 
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Now may I wepe alone with many a teare^ 
And graspe about I may; but in. this place. 
Save a pill6we, I find nought to embrace. 

The sensations of Troilus, on coming to the house 
of his faithless Cresseidcy when, instead of finding 
her returned, he beholds the barred doors and shut 
windows, giving tokens of her absence, as well as hill 
precipitate departure from the distracting scene, are 
equally well described. 

Therwith whan he was ware, and gan behold 
How shet ' was every window of the place. 
As frost him thought his hert^ gan to cold, 
For which, with changed deedly paid face, 
Withouten worde, he for by gan to pace, 
And, as God would, he gan so faste ride. 
That no man his continuance espied. 
Than said he thus : O paleis desolate, 

. O house of houses, whilom best yhight, 
O paleis empty and disconsolate, 

. O thou lant^ne of which queint' is the light, 
O paleis whilom day, that now art night ; 
Wei oughtest thou to fall and I to die, 
Sens' she is went, that wont was us to gie^. 

The two best of Chaucer's allegories, The FTower- 
ami the LelEif, and The House of Fame, have been 
fortunately perpetuated in our language -, the formeif ' 

* Shat, . * Ez^nguished. 9 Since, < To mttkt joyoos. . 
VOL. I. C 
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by Drycten, the latter by Pope. The Flower and 
the Leaf is an exquisite piece of fairy ftncy* With 
a moral that is just sufficient to apologize for a 
dream, and yet which sits so lightly on the story as 
mat to abridge its most visionary parts, there is, in 
the whole scenery and dbjects of the poem, an air 4f 
wonder -and sweetness ; an easy and surprising tran- 
sition that is truly magical. Pope had not so en- 
chanting a subject in The House of Fame ; yet, with 
deference to Warton, that critic has done Pope in- 
justice in assimilating his imitations of Chaucer to 
the modem ornaments in Westminster Abbey, which 
impair ihe solemn efiect nf the ancient building. The 
many absurd and fantastic particulars in Chaucer's 
House of Fame will not suffer us to compare it, as a 
structure in poetry, with so noble a pile as West- 
minster Abbey in architecture. Much of Chaucer's 
fantasticmatter has been judiciously omitted by Pope, 
who at the same time has clothed the best ideas of 
the old poem in spirited numbers and expression. 
Chaucer supposes himself to be snatched up to heaven 
byalarge eagle, who addresses him in the name of St. 
James and the Virgin Mary, and, in order to quiet 
the poet's fears of being carried up to Jupiter, like 
another Ganymede, or turned into a star like Orion, 
tells him, that Jove wishes him to sing of other sub- 
jects than love and * blind Cupido,' and has therefore 
ordered, that Dan Chaucer should be brought to. 
behold the House of Fame. : In Pope, the philoso- 
phy of fiune comes wilh much more |M*opriety from 
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the poet himseif^ than from the beak <^f a talkative 



It was not until his green old age that Chaiicer 
put forth, in the Caaterbury Tales, the full variety 
of his genius, uid the pathos and romance, as w^ 
as the playfulness of fiction. In the serious^part of- 
those tales he is, in general, more deeply indebted 
to preceding materials, than in the comic storiet, 
which he raised upon slight hints to the air and 
spirit of originals. The design of the whole work 
is after Boccaccio's Decamerone ; but exceedingly 
improved. The Italian novelist's ladies and gentle* 
^ men, who have retired from the city of Florence, on 
account of the plague, and who agree to pass their 
time in telling stories, have neither interest nor va» 
tiety in their individual characters ; the time asc 
s^ed to their congress is arbitrary, and it evideotiy 
breaks up because the author's stores are exhausted. 
Chaucer's design, on the other hand^ though it is left 
unfinished, has definite boundaries, and inokfents to 
keep alive our curiosity, independei^ of the tales 
themselves. At the same time, while the action ef 
Ae poem is an event too simple to divert the atten- 
tKRH altogether from the pilgrims' stories, the pil- 
grimage itself is an occasion sufficiently important 
to draw together almost all the varieties of existing 
society, from the knight to the artisan, who, agree* 
My to the old simple manners, assemble in the 
mne room of the hostellerie. The enumeration of 
those diaraoters in the Prologue forms a scene, full, 

02 
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without confusion ; and the object of their journey 
gives a fortuitous air to the grouping of indivi* 
duids, who collectively represent the age and state 
of society in which they live. It may be added, 
that if any age or state of society be more favour- 
able than another to the uses of the poet, that in 
which Chaucer lived must have been peculiarly pic* 
turesque; — an age in which the differences of rank 
and profession were so strongly distinguished, and 
in which the broken masses of society gave out 
their deepest shadows and strongest colouring by 
the morning light of civilization. An unobtrusive 
but sufficient contrast is supported between the 
characters, as between the demure prioress and the 
genial wife of Bath, the rude and boisterous miller 
and the polished knight, &c, &c. Although the 
object of the journey is religious, it casts no gloom 
over the meeting ; and we know that our Catholic 
ancestors are justly represented in a state of high 
good humour, on the road to such solemnities. 
Hie sociality of the pilgrims is, on the whole, 
' agreeably sustained ; but in a journey of thirty per- 
i^ns, it would not have been adhering to probabih'ty 
to have made the harmony quite uninterrupted. 
Accordingly the bad humour which breaks out be* 
tween the lean friar and the cherub-faced somp* 
nour, while it accords with the hostility known to 
have subsisted between those two professions, gives 
a divelrting zest to the satirical stories which the 
hypocrite and the libertine level at each other. 
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Chaucer's forte is description ; much of his moral 
reflection is superfluous ; none of his characteristic 
painting. His men and women are not mere ladies 
and gentlemen, like those who famish apologies for 
Boccaccio's stories. They rise before us minutely 
traced, profusely varied, and strongly discriminated. 
Their features and casual manners seem to have 
an amusing congruity with their moral characters. 
He notices minute circumstances as if by chance ; 
but every touch has its effect to our conception so 
distinctly, that we seem to live and travel with his 
personages throughout the journey. 

What an intimate scene of English life in the 
fourteenth century do we enjoy in those tales^ be- 
yond what history displays by glimpses, through the 
stormy atmosphere of her scenes, or the antiq6arian 
can discover by the cold light of his researches ! 
Our ancestors are restored to us, not as phantoms' 
from the field of battle, or the scaffold, but in the 
full enjoyment of their social existence. After four 
hundred years have closed over the mirthful features 
which formed the living originals of the poet's de- 
scriptions, his pages impress the fancy with the mo- 
mentary credence that they are still alive; as if 
Time had rebuilt his ruins, and were reacting the 
lost scenes of existence. 
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THE PROLOGUE 



TOTHK 



CANTERBURY TALES. 



Wh ANNE that April with his shour^ sote^ 
The droughte of March hath perced to the rote^ 
And bathed every veine in swiche^ licour. 
Of whiche vertue engendred is the flour; 
Whan Zephirus eke with his sotd brethe 
Enspired hath in every holt and hethe 
The tendre cropp^s^ and the yonge sonne 
Hath in the Ram his ha1f<^ cours yronneS 
And smal^ foulds maken melodie. 
That slepen all^ night with open eye. 
So priketh hem^ nature in hir^ corages?; 
Than longen folk to gon on pilgrimages. 
And paliheres for to seken Strang^ strondes. 
To serve^ halweys® couthe^® in sondry londes; 

» Sweet. a Root. 3 Such. * Run. 5 Them. « Their. 
7 Inclination. * To keep. 9 Holidays. >« Known. 
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And speciallyi from every shir^ ende 

Of Englelond^ to Canterbury they wende ^ 

The holy blisful martyr for to seke, 

That hem hath holpen, whan that they were seke*.' 

Befelle, that, in that seson on a day. 
In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay, 
Redy to wenden on my pilgrimage 
To Canterbury with devoute cor^ge, 
At night was come into that hoistelrie 
Wei nine and twenty in a compagnie 
Of sondry folk, by aventure y&lle' 
In felawship, and pilgrimes were they alle. 
That toward Canterbury wolden^ ride. 
The chambres and the stables weren wide, 
And wel we weren esed attd beste. 

And shortly, whan the sonne was gon to r^ste, 
So hadde I spoken with hem everich on % 
That I was of hir felawship anon, 
And made forword erly for to rise. 
To take oure way ther as I you devise. 

But natheles, while I have time and space. 
Or that I forther in this tald pace. 
Me thinketh it accordant to resdn. 
To tellen you alle the condition 
Of eche of hem, so as it semed ne. 
And whiohe they weren, and of what degre ; 
And eke in what araie that they were inne : 
And at. a knight than wol I firste beginne. 

> Go. • Skk. 3 FaUea « Would. s Every ooe. 
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A Knight ther was, and that a warthy man. 
That fro the timd that he firste began 
To riden out, he loved Chevalrie, 
Trouthe and honour, fredom and curtesie. 
Ful worthy was he in his lordds werre S 
And therto hadde he ridden, no man ferre% 
As wel in Cristendom as in Hethenesse, 
And ever honoured for his worthinesse. 

At Alisandre he wa^ whan it was wonne. 
Ful often time he hadde the bord^ begonne^ 
AboTen alld nations in Pruce. 
In Lettoiye hadde he reysed^ and in Ruce, 
No cristen man so ofte of his degre. 
In Gernade at the siege eke hadde he be 
Of Algesir, and ridden in Belmarie. 
At Ley^s was he, and at Satalie, 
Whan they were wonne 5 and in the Gretd see 
At many a noble armee hadde he be. 
At mortal batailles hadde he ben fiftene. 
And foughten for our faith at Tramissdne 
In list^ thries, and ay slain his fo. 
This ilkd worthy knight hadde ben als6 
Sometimd with the. Lord of Palatie, 
Agen another hethen in Tiirkie : 
And evermore he hadde a sovereine pris^. 
And though that he was worthy he was wise. 
And of his port as meke as is a mayde. 
He never yet no vilanie ne sayde 

» War. « Farther. 

> * Been placed at the head of the table. & Travelled. ^ Praise. 
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In alle his lif , unto no manere wight. 
He was a veray parfit gentil knight. 

But for to tellen you of his araie^ 
His hors was good^ but he ne was not gaie. 
Of fustian he wered a gip6n S 
Alle besmotred ' with his habergeon ', 
For he was late ycome fro his vi^ge. 
And wentd for to don his pilgrimage. 

With him ther was his sone a yong^ Squier, 
A lover and a lusty bacheler. 
With lockds cruU^ as they were laide in presse. 
Of twenty yere of age he was I gesse. 
Of his statilre he was of even lengthe, 
And wonderly deliver ^ and grete of strengthe. 
And he hadde be somtime in chevachie^ 
In flaundres, in Artois, and in Picardie^ 
And borne him vrel, as of so litel space. 
In hope to stonden in his ladies grace« 

Embrouded? was he, as it were a mede 
Alle fill of fresshe flourds, white and rede. 
Singing he was^ or floyting^ alle the day. 
He was as fresshe, as is the moneth of May. 
Short was his goune, with sieves long and wide. 
Well coude he sitte on hors, and fayr^ ride. 
He coudd song^ make, and wel endite. 
Juste and eke dance^ and wel pourtraie and write. 

* Wore a short cassock. ^ Smutted. 3 Coat of mail. 

* Curled. s Nimble. ^ Horse skirmishing. 

7 Embrpidered. ^ Playing the flute. 
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So hote he loved, that by nightertale^ 

He slep no more than doth the nightingale. 

Curteis he was, lowly, and servisable^ 
And carf ^ before his fader at the table. 

A Yeman hadde he, and serv^ntes no mo ' 
At that time, for him luste^ to dd^ so j 
And he was cladde in cote and hode of grene. 
A shefe of peacock arwes bright and kene 
Under his bdt he bare ful thriftily. 
Well coude he dresse his takel^ yemanly: 
His arwes ^ drouped not with fetheres low. 
And in his bond he bare a mighty bowe. 

A not- bed ^ hadde he, with a broune vis^e. 
Of wood-craft coude ? he wel alle the V8%e. 
Upon his arme he bare a gaie bracer ^, 
And by his side a swerd and a bokeler. 
And on that other side a gaie daggiire, 
Harneised wel, and sharpe as point of spere : 
A Cristofre on his brest of silver shene. 
An borne he bare^ the baudrik was of grene^ 
A forster was he sotfaely as I gesse. 

Ther was als6 a Nonne, a Prioresse^ 
That of hire smiling was full simple and coy; 
Hire gretest othe n'as but by Seint Eloy^ 
And she was deped^ Madame Eglentine. 
Ful wel she sang^ the service devine, 

^ l^ight-tiiDe. ^ Carved. 3 It pleased hiin. 4 Arrow. 

■^ Arrow. ^ A round^head. 7 Knew. 

* Armour for tbe arm. 9 Cid]^. 
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Entuned in hire noae ful swetely> 

And Frenche she spake ful fayre and fetisly'. 

After the scole of Stratford attd Bowe> 

For Frenche of Paris was to hire unknowe. 

At metd was she wel ytaughte withalle ; 

She lette no morsel from her lippes fall^ * 

Ne wette hire fingres in hire saue^ depe. 

Wel eoude she carie a morsel^ and wel kepe, 

Thattd no drope ne fell upon hire brest. 

In curtesie was sette ful moche hire lest'. 

Hire over lippd wiped she so clene. 

That in hire cupp^ was no ferthing sene^ 

Of gres6, whan she dronken hadde hire draught. 

Ful sem^ly after her mete she raught^ 

And sikerly she was of grete disport. 

And ful plesint, and amiable of port. 

And peined'^ hire to contrefeten^ chere 

Of court, and ben estatelich of mandre^ 

And to ben holden digne^ of reverence. 

- • • 

But for to speken of hire conscience. 
She was so charitable and so pitoils. 
She woldd wepe-if that she saw a mous 
Caughte in a trappe, if it were ded or bledde* 
Of smal^ hounds hadde she, that she fedde 
With rosted flesh, and milk, and wastel brede. 
But sore wept she if on of hem were dede, 



Neatly. ^ Her pleasure. 3 Smallest spot 4 Rose. 

5 Took pains. « To imitate. 7 Worthy. 
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Or if men smote it with a yerdd^ smert^ 
And all was conscience and tendre herte. 

Ful semely hire wimple ypinched was ; 
Hire nose tretis^ ; hire eyen grey as glas $ 
Hire mouth ful smale, and therto soft and red ; 
But sikerly she hadde a fayre forehed. 
It was almost a spanne brode I trowe ; 
For hardily she was not undergrowe*. 

Ful fetise^ was hire cloke^ as I was ware. 
Of smale corMl aboute hire arm she bare 
A pair of bedes, gauded all with grene ; 
And theron heng a broche of gold ful shene> 
On whiche was first y writen a crouned A, 
And after. Amor vincii omnia. 
Another Nonne also with hire hadde she. 
That was hire chapelleine^ and Preestes thre. 

A Monk ther was, a fayre for the maistrie. 
An outrider, that loved venerie^^ 
A manly man, to ben an abbot able. 
Ful many a deintd hors hadde he in stable : 
And whan he rode, men might his bridel here 
Gingeling in a whistling wind as clere. 
And eke as loude, as doth the chapell belle, 
Ther as this lord was keeper of the celle. 

The reule of Seint Maure and of Seint Beneit, 

Because that, it was olde and somdele streit. 

This ilke monk lette oldd thing^ pace, 

And held after the newd worlde the trace. 

* Stick. > Smartly, adv. 3 Straight. 4 Of ow stature. 

5 Neat « Hunting. 
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He yave* not of the text a pulled hen, 

That saith, that hunters ben not holy men ; 

Ne that a monk, whan he is rekkdlesS 

Is like to a fish that is waterles ; 

This is to say^ a monk out of his doistre. 

This ilk^ text held he not worth an oistreZ 

And I say his opinion was good. 

What shulde he studie, and make himselven wodd* 

Upon a book in doistre alway to pore. 

Or swinken^ with his hondes, and labotlre. 

As Austin bit^? how shal the world be served ? 

Let Austin have his swink to him reserved. 

Therfore he was a prickasoure^ a right : 

Greihoundes he hadde as swift as foid of flight : 

Of pricking and of hunting for the hare 

Was all his lust, for no cost wolde he spare. 

I saw his sieves purf iled^ at the bond 
With gris^, and that the finest of the lond« 
And for to fasten his hood under his chinncy 
He hadde of gold 3rwrought a curious pinne ; 
A love-knotte in the greter end ther was. 
His bed was balled, and shone as any glas» 
And eke his face, as it hadde ben anoint. 
He vfras a lord ful fat and in good point. 
His eyen stepe^, and rolling in his bed. 
That stemed as a forneis of led. 

> Gave. 
* Mr. Tyrwhitt supposes, that this should be righelles, i. e. ool 
of the fules by which the monks were bound. 

3 Mad. 4 ToU. 5 Biddeth. « Hani rider. 

7 Wrought on the edge. ' A fine lund of fur. 

9 Deep in the head. 
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HLs botds soaple> his lion in gret «slat ; 
jiciw certainly he was a fayre prdilt. 
He was not pale as a forpiaed gost. 
A fat swan loTcd he best of any rost. 
His palfrey was as broune as is a bery. 

A Frere dier was, a wanton and a mcry, 
A Limitour, a f ul sdempn^ man. 
In all the CHrdres foure is none that can * 
So muche of dalianoe and fayre langdge. 
He hadde yniade fal many a inari%e 
Of yongd wimmen^ at his <iwen cost. 
Until his ordre he was a uMe post. 
Ful wd beloved, and familier was he 
With ftankeleins over all in his contrde, 
And eke with worthy wixnmen of the toxin : 

• • • • 

For he had power of confession^ 

As saide himseUIB, more than a cur^t. 

For of his ordre he was licenciat 

Ful swetely herde he confession, 

And plesant was his absolntion. 

He was an esy man to give penince, 

Ther as he wiste-to han* a good pit^nce : 

For unto a poure^ ordre for to give 

Is sign^ that a man is well yshrive^. 

For if he gave, he dorstfi* make av^nt. 

He wistd that a man was repentant. 

For many a man so hard is of his herte> 

He may not wepe although him sor^ smerte. 

»Kiiew. a Have. 3 Poor. ^Shimn. 5 Durst 

make a boaf t* 
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Therf6re in stede of weping and praidres. 
Men mote give silver to the pourd f^res* 

His tippet was ay farsed ^ ful of kntres^ 
And pinnds> for to given fayrd wives. 
And certainly he hadde a mery note. 
Wei coude he singe and plaien on a rote'. * 
Of yeddinges^ he bare utterly the pris. 
His nekke was whitd as the flour de lis. 
Therto he strong was as a champioun. 
And knew wel the tavdmes in every toan> 
And every hosteler and gay tapst^re^ 
Better than a lazar or a begg^re. 
For unto swiche a worthy man as he 
Accordeth nought^ as by his ftLCultt, 
To haven ^ with sike lazars acquaintance. 
It is not honesty it may not avilnce. 
As for to delen with no swiche pour^e*. 
But all with riche, and sellers of vitdille. 

And over all, ther as profit shuld arise^ 
Curteis he was, and lowly of servise. 
Ther n' as no man no wber so Vertuous. 
He was the beste beggar in aU his hous : 
And gave a certain fermd^ for the grants 
Non of his bretheren came in his haunt. 
For though a widewe hadd^ but a shoo^ 
(So plesant was his in principio) 
Yet wold he have a ferthing or he went. 
His pourchas ^ was wel better than his rent. 

> Staffed. « A stringed instrument. 3 Story telling. 
^Have. 5 Poor people. ^Farm. 7PfiichaM. 
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And rage he coude as it hadde ben a whelp. 
In lovedayes'^ ther coude he mochel help. 
For ther was he nat like a cloisterere^ 
With thredbare cope, as is a poure scolere, 
But he was like a maister or a pope. 
Of double worsted was his semicopeS 
That round was as a belle out of the presse. 
Somwhat he lisped for his wantonnesse, 
To make his English swete upon his tonge ; 
And in his harping, whan that he hadde songe, 
His eyen twinkeled in his hed aright, 
As don the sterr^s in a frosty night. 
This worthy limitour was cleped Hub^rd. 

A Marchant was ther with a forked herd. 
In mottelee, and highe on hors he sat. 
And on his hed a Flaundrish bever hat. 
His bot^ elapsed fayre and fetisly. 
His resons spake he ful solempn^y, 
Souning alway the encrese of his winning. 
He wolde the see were kept for any thing > 
Betwixen Middelburgh and Or^weU. 
Wei co^id he in eschanges* sheld^^ selle. 
This worthy man ful wel his wit besette ; 
Ther wist^ no vright that he was in dette, 

1 pays appointed for the amicable settlement of differences. 

"Half cloak. 
3 Kept, or guarded. The old subsidy of tonnage and poundage 
was given to the king ' pour la saufgarde et custodie del mer.' — 
Tyrwhitt, 

4 Exchanges. s Crowns. 
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So stedefastly didde he his governance, 
With his bargeinesy and with his chevisance > 
Forsothe he was a worthy man withalle, 
But soth to sajnti, 1 n'ot how men him calle. 

A Clerk ther was of Oxenforde als6, 
That unto logike haddd long ygo. 
As len^ was his hors as is a rake, 
And he was not right fat, I undertake ; 
But loked hoIweS and therto soberly. 
Ful thredbare was his overest courtepy^. 
For he hadde geten him yet no benefice^ 
Ne was nought worldly tQ have an office. 
For him was lever^ ban at his beddes bed 
A twenty bokes, clothed in black and red, 
Of Aristotle, and his philosophic, 
Than rob^ riche, or fidel, or sautrie. 
But all be that he was a philosophre. 
Yet hadd^ he but litel gold in cofre, 
But all that he might of his frendes hente^ 
On bokes and on lerning he it spente, 
And besily gan for the soulds praie 
Of hem, that yave him wherwith to scolaie^ 
Of studie toke he most^ cure and hede.. 
Not a word spake he mor^ than was nede; 
And that was said in forme and reverence. 
And short and quike, and ful of high sentence. 

^ An agreement for borrowing money. ^ Hollow. 

9 Vppermost cloak of coarse cloth. 4 He would rather have. 

5 Get 6 Study. 
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Sounlng in moral vertue was his tpeishe. 
And gladly wolde he letne, and gladly teche. 

A Sergeant of the Lawe ward ^ and wise^ 
That often hadde yben at the paruiaS 
Ther was also, ful riche of excellence. 
Discrete he was, and of gret reverence : 
He semed swiche, his word^ were so wise, 
Justice he was ful often in assise. 
By patent, and by pleine commissioun ; 
For his science, and for his high renoun. 
Of fees and rob^ had he many on. 
So grete a pourchasour was nowher non. 
All was fee simple to him in effect. 
His pourchasing might not ben in suspect'. 
Nowher so besy a man as he ther n'as, 
And yet he semed besier than he wa:s. 
In term^ hadde he cas* and domds alle. 
That fro the time of king Will, weren falle. 
Therto h6 coude endite, and make a thing, 
Ther coud^ no wight pinche^ at his writing. 
And every statute coude he plaine by rote. 
He rode but homely in a medlee^ cote 7, 
Girt with a seint^ of silk, with barr^^ smale ; 
Of his array tell I np longer tale. 

• Waiy. 

* The paruis, or portico before a charch— a place IrequeiitfqA 
by lawyers. The place of the lawyers parais in London ii as- 
ugned to difierent places by difierent antiquarians.— Tj/rtiAKt. 

3 Suspicion. * Cases and decinons. 5 Notme ooold fiad 
a flaw in his writings. ^ 7 Coat of mixed stuff. ^ A girdle. 
9 With small stripes. 



V 

A Frank^leih ^ was in this compare ; 
White was his herd, as is the dayesi^ 
Of his complexion he was sangdin. 
Wei loved he by the morwe^ a sop in win'. 
To liven in deltt was ever his wone^ 
For he was Epicur^ owen sone. 
That held opinion, that plein delit 
Was veraily felicity parfit^ 
An housholder, and that a grete was he ; 
Seint Julian* he was in his contr^. 
His brede, his ale, was alway after on ; 
A better envjrned ^ man was no wher non. 
Withouten bake mete never was his hous^ 
Of fish and flesh, and that so plenteeos. 
It snewed^ in his hous of mete and ilrinke, 
Of all^ deintees that men coud of thinks. 
After the sondry sesens of the yere. 
So changed he his mete and his soup^re. 
Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in mewe% 
And many a breme, and many a luce in stewe. 
Wo was his coke, but if his sauc6 were 
Pbinant and sharpe, and redy all his gere. 
His table dormant^ in his haUe alw^y 
JStode redy covered alle the longd day. 

At sessions ther was he lord and sire. 
Fol often time he was knight of the shire* 

• . # 

* A fnduMer of conaidenible estate. ^ Morning, 

s If^Sne. * The sunt ofhospitalily. - 5 Stored with wine. 

* It soewed, i. e. there was great abundanccy. 7 Secret 

> Fixed ready. 
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Sounlng in moral yertue was his tpeche. 
And gltdly wolde he leme, and gladly teche. 

A Sergeant of the Lawe ward^ and wise^ 
That often hadde yben at the paruiaS 
Ther was also, ful riche of excellence. 
Discrete he was, and of gret reverence : 
He semed swiche, his word^ were so wise, 
Justice he was ful often in assise. 
By patent, and by pleine commissioun ; 
For his science, and for his high renoun, 
Of fees and rob^ had he many on. 
So grete a pourchasour was nowher non. 
A]l was fee simple to him in effect. 
His pourchasing might not ben in suspect'. 
Nowher so besy a man as he ther n'as, 
And yet he semed besier than he was. 
In term^ Iiadde he cas^ and domes alle^ 
That fro the time of king Will, weren falle. 
Therto h6 coude endite, and make a thing, 
Ther coud^ no wight pinche^ at his writing. 
And every statute coude he plaine by rote. 
He rode but homely in a medlee^ cote 7, 
Girt with a seint^ of silk, with barr^^ smale ; 
Of his array tell I no lenger tale. 

• Waiy. 

* Tbe paruis, or portico before a charch— a place IrequeiitfqA 
by lawyers. The place of the lawyers parais in Londoo ii as- 
signed to different places by difierent antiqnariaiis.— Tj/rtiAKt. 

sSuspidon. * CSases and decisioiis. 5 Notmecoold fiad 
a flaw in his writings. ^7 Coat of mixed stuff. ^ A girdle. 
9 With small stripes. 



A Frank^leiii ^ was in this compa^nie ; 
White was his herd, as is the dayesi^ 
Of his complexion he was sangdin. 
Wei loved he by the morwe^ a sop in win'. 
To liven in delit was ever his wone^ 
For he was Epicures owen sone. 
That held opinion, that plein delit 
Was veraily felicity parfit^ 
An housholder, and that a grete was he ; 
Seint Julian* he was in his contr^e. 
His brede, his ale, was alway after on ; 
A better envjrned ^ man was no wher non. 
Withouten bake mete never was his hous. 
Of fish and flesh, and that so plehteeos. 
It snewed^ in his hous of mete and ilrinke. 
Of all^ deintees that men coud of thinks. 
After the sondry sesens of the yere. 
So changed he his mete and his soup^re. 
Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in mewe% 
And many a breme, and many a luce in stewe. 
Wo was his coke, but if his sauc6 were 
Foinant and sharpe, arid redy all his gere. 
His table dormant^ in his haUe alw^y 
.Stode redy covered alle the longd day. 

At sessions ther was he lord and sire. 
Fill often time he was knight of the shire* 

> A freeholder of consderable estate. ^ Morning, 

s Wine. * The sunt of hospitality. - s Stored with wine. 

* It snewed, i. e. there was great abundancer. ^ Secret 

> liked ready. 
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An ^elace^ and a gipciere^ a}l of Iflky 
Heng at his girdel, white as morw^' milk* 
A shereve hadde he ben, and a countoilr^. 
Was no wher swiche a worthy vavasour^. 

An Haberdasher, and a Carpenter, 
A Webbe^, a Deyer, and a Tapiser^, 
Were alle ydothed in o liverd^ 
Of a solempne and grete fratemitd^. 
Ful freshe and newe hir^ gere ypiked^^ was. 
Hir knives were ychaped not with bras. 
But all with silver wrought ful clene and wel, 
Hir girdeles and hir pouches every del". 
Wei s^med eche of hem a fayre burgeis^S 
To sitten in a gild halle, on the deis^'. 
Everichy.for the wisdom that he can, 
Was shapelich >^ for to ben an alderman. 
For catel hadden they ynough and rent^ 
And eke hir wiv^ wolde it wel assent : 
And ell^i* certainly they were to blame. 
It is fill fayre to ben ycleped mad^me> 
And for to gon to vigiles all before. 
And have a mantel reallich ^^ ybore'^. 

> Knife. ^ Parse. 3 Monung. 

4 Sfr. lyrwhitt conjectures, but merely offers it as a oonjec- 
tore, that the contour was foreman of the hundred court. 

ft VaTasour. Of this term Mr. T. is doubtful of the meaning. 
• A weaver. 7 A maker of tapestry. * liverjr. 9 » Their 
gear was spruce. " £yerft.way. >* Burgher. 

' u The dds; a part of the hall that was floored and set apart 
for a place of respect— TyrwWtt. 
»4Fit. wEIse. ««RoyiUy. >7 Sfuj^ported. 
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A Coke they hadden with hem for the tk6nei\ 
To boile the chikenes and the marie bones. 
And poudre^ marchant, tart and galingale^. 
Wei coude he knowe a draught of London ale« 
He coudd roste, and sethe, and broile> and frie, 
Maken mortrew^^ and wel bake a pie. 
But gret harm was it, as it thoughte me. 
That on his shinne a mormaP hadd^ he. 
For blanc manger that made he with the best. 

A Shipman was ther, woned fer® by West : 
For ought I wote, he was of Derttoouth* 
He rode upon a rouncie% as he couthe. 
All in a goune of aiding to the knee. 
A dagger hanging by a las ^ hadde hee 
About his liekke under his arm adoun. 
The bote sommer hadde made his hewe al broun. 
And certainly he was a good felaw. 
Ful many a draught of win he hadd^ draw 
From Burdeux ward^ while that the chapman slope. 
Of nicd conscience toke he no kepe. 
If that he faught, and hadde the higher hand. 
By water he sent hem home to every land. 
But of his craft to reken wel his tides. 
His stromas and his strand^ him besides. 



^ For the purpose. ' The meaning not ascertained. 

3 Sweet cjperus. 
4 A dbh (^ rich brotii, in which the meat was stamped and the 
substance struned. 

5 A gangrene. ^ Lived. 7 Hack-horse. ^ Lace. 
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His herberweS his mone^, and hb lodemanage^^ 

Ther was non swiohe, from Hull unto Cartage^ 

Hardy he was^ and wise, I undertake : 

With many a tempest hadde his herd be shake. 

He ^new wel alle the havens, as they were. 

Fro Gotland, to the Cape de finistere, 

And every creke in Bretagne and in Spaine: 

His barge ycleped was the Magdelaine. 

With us ther was a Doctour of Phisike, 
In all this world ne was ther non him like 
To speke of phisike, and of surgerie : 
For he was. grounded in astronomie. 
He kept his patient a ful gret del 
In hour^ by his magike naturel. 
Wel coude he fortunen^ the ascendent^ 
Of his im^es for his patient. 

He knew the cause of every maladie. 
Were it of cold, or bote, or moist, or drie, 
And wher engendred, and of what humoilkr. 
He was a veray parfite practisour. 
The cause yknowe, and of his harm the rote^, . 
Anon he gave to the sik^ man his bote^. 
Ful redy hadde he his apothecaries 
To send him dragg^% and his lettuaries^. 
For eche of hem made other for to winne ; 
Hir frendship n'as not newe to beginne. 



^ Place of the Sun. ^ Moon. 


3 Pilotship. 


«]Vffake 


fortunate. s llie ascendant. 


«Root. 


7 Remedy. 


^ Drugs. 9 Electuaries. 




( 
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Wei knew he the old Esculapius, 
And DioscorideSy and eke Rufilks ; 
Old HippocraSy Hali, and Grallien, 
Sera[Hon, Rasis, and Avicen ; 
Averroisy Damascene^ and Constantino 
Bernard, and Gatisden, and Gilbertin. 
Of his diete mesdra^ble was h^. 
For it was of no superfluitee, 
But of gret nourishing, and digestible. 
His studie was but litel on the Bible. 
In sanguin^ and in perse ^ he clad was alle 
Lined with taffata, and with sendalle'. 
And yet he was but esy of dispence^: 
He kepte that he wan^ in the pestilence. 
For golde in phisike is a cordial ; 
Therfore he loved gold in lE^ecial. 

A good Wif was tber of besidd Bathe^ 
But she was som del defe, and that was scathed 
Of cloth making she hadd^ swiche an haunt, 
She passed hem of Ipres, and of Gaunt. 
In all the parish wif pe was ther non, 
That to the ofiiring before hire shulde gon, 
And if ther did^ certain so wroth was she. 
That she was out of alld charitee. 
Hire coverchiefs weren ful fine of ground ; 
I dorstd swere^ they weyeden? a pound; 



* Blood-red colour. ' Sk^p-coloured, or blueish grey. 

3 Thin nlk. « Expense. 5 Oalned, got ^ Hfis^drtane. 
' Weighed. 
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That on the Sonday were upon hii« hede. 
.Hire hosen weren of fine scarlet rede» 
Ful streite yteyed ^, and shoon ful moist and newe. 
Bold was hire face, and fayre and rede of hew. 
She was a worthy woman all hire live^ 
Housbondes at the chirche dore had she had five^ 
Withouten other compagnie in youthe. 
But therof hedeth not to speke as nouthe^. 
And thries hadde she ben at Jerusaleme. 
She hadd^ passed many a Strang^ streme. 
At Rome she hadde ben, and at Boloine^ 
In Galice at Seint James, and at Coloine« 
She coud^^ moche of wandring by the way. 
Gat-tothed was she, sothly for to say. 
Upon an ambler esily she sat, 
Ywimpled wel, and on hire hede an hat. 
As brode as is a bokeler, or a targe. 
A fote-mantel^ about hire hipp^ la^g^. 
And on hire fete a pair of sporres sharpen 
In felawship wel coude she laughe and carpe^ 
Of remedies of love she knew parchance, 
For of that arte she coude the oldd dance. 

A good man ther was of religioun^ 
That was a pourd Persone® of a toun : 
But riche he was of holy thought and werk. 
He was also a lerned man^ a clerk, 
That Cristas gospel trewely wolde preche. 
His parishens devoutly wolde he teche. 

»ried. « Now; adv. 3 Knew. < A riding 

petticoat. 5 Talk. ^ Parson. 
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Benigne he was, and wonder diligentr 

And in adversite ful patient : 

And swiche he was 3rpreved^ often sithes*. 

Ful loth were him to cursen for his tithes, 

fiut rather wolde he yeven' out of doute, 

Unto his pourd parishens aboihe. 

Of his ofiiring, and eke of his substance. 

He coude in litel thing have suffisance. 

Wide was his parish, and houses fer asonder, 

But he ne left nought for no rain ne thonder, 

In sikenesse and in mischief to visite 

The ferrest in his parish, moche and lite^ 

Upon, his fete, and in his hand a staf. 

This noble ensample to his shepe he yaf ^ 

That first he wrought, and afterward he taught. 

Out of the gospel he the word^ caught. 

And this figure he added yet therto, 

That if golde ruste, what shuld iren do ? 

For if a preest be foule, on whom we trust. 

No wonder is a lew^d man to rust : 

And shame it is, if that a preest take kepe. 

To see a shitten shepherd, and clone sh^e: 

Wei ought a preest ensample for to yeve, 

By his clenenessd, how his shepe 8huldelive.> 

He sett^ not his benefice to hire, 
And lette his shepe accombred in the mire, 
And ran unto London, unto Seint Poules, 
To seken him a chanterie for soules, 

» Proved. « Tiraes. s Give«- 

4 The nearest and most dbtant of hb parbhionejrs.' • & Gave. 
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Or with a brotherhede to be Withold : 
But dwelt at home, and kept^ wel his fold, 
So that the wolf ne made it not miscarie. 
He was -a shepherd, and no mercenarie. 
And though.he holy were, and vertuous. 
He was to sinful men not dispitous^ 
Ne of his spech^ dangerous ne digne, 
But in his teching discrete and benigne. 
To drawen folk to heven, with fairdnesse. 
By good ensample, was his besinesse : 
But it were any persone obstinat. 
What so he were of highe, or low estat, 
Him wolde he snibben ^ sharply for the nones. 
A better preest I trowe that nowher^ non is. 
He waited after no pompe ne reverence, 
Ne maked him no spiced ^ conscience, 
But Crista lore, and his apostles twelve. 
He taught, but first he folwed it himselve. 

With him ther was a Plowman, was his brother. 
That hadde ylaid of dong^ ful many a fother^. 
A trew^ swinker, and a good was he, 
Living in pees^, and parfite charitee. 
God loved he bestd with alle his herte 
At alle tim^, were it gain or smerte^. 
And than his neighdbour right as himselve* 
He wold^ thresh^ and therto dike, and delve. 
For Crista sake, for every pour^ wight, 
Withouten hire, if it lay in his might, 

* Snub, reprove. * No tvbere. 3 Nice, ip an afiiected senBe. 
^DoDg. .5lioad« ^ Peace, 7 pain. 
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His tidiia paied he ful iayre and wel 
Both of his propre swinke, and his catel. 
In a tabard he rode upon a mere. 

Ther was also a reve, and a millere, 
A sompnour^^ and a pardoner* also, 
A manciple^ and myself, ther n'ere no mo. 

The Miller was a stout carl for the nones, 
Ful bigge he was of braiin, and eke of bones; 
That proved wel^ for over all ther he came. 
At wrastling he wold here away the ram^. 
He was short shuldered brode, a thikkd gnarveS 
Ther n'as no dore^ that he n'olde heve of barre. 
Or broke it at a renning^ with his hede. 
His herd as any sowe or fox was rede. 
And therto brode, as though it were a spade. 
Upon the cop^ right of his nose he hade 
A wert, and theron stode a tufte of heres, 
Rede as the bristles of a sow^ eres. 
His nosd-thirl^^ blacks were and wide. 
A swerd and bokeler bare he by his side. 
His mouth as widd was as a fomeis. 
He was a jangler^, and a goliardeis >o. 



1 A sompDonr, an officer empbyed to summoii definqiiaits in 
ecclesiastical courts, now called an apparitor.^-TyrwM. 

> A. pardoner, a seller of pardons or indulgences. 

3 A manciple, an officer who has the care of furnishing victuals 
for an inn of court 

« The prise. s A hard knot in a tree. * A running. 

7 Top. s Nostrils. 9 Prater. . ^ Buflfoon. 
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And that was most of siime, and harlotries«r 
Wei coude he stelen corne, and tollen thries. 
And yet he had a thomb^ of gold parde*. 
A white cote, and a blew hode wered he. 
A baggdpipe wel coude he blowe and soune^ 
And therwithall he brought us out of toune* 

A gentil Manciple' was ther of a temple. 
Of which achatours^ mighten take ensemple 
For to ben wise in hying of vitaille. 
For whether that he paide, or toke by taille^ 
Algate he waited so in his achate ^ 
That he was ay before in good estate. 
Now is not that of God a ful fayre grace. 
That swiche a lewM mannds wit shal pace 
The wisdom of an hepe-of lered men ? 

Of maisters had he mo than thries ten. 
That were of lawe expert and curious : 
Of which ther was a dosein in that hous, 
Worthy to ben stewardes of rent and lond 
Of any lord that is in Englelond, 
To maken him live by his propre good. 
In honour detteles®, but if he were wood. 
Or live as scarsly^ as him list desire ; 
And able for to helpen all a shire 
In any cas that.mighte fallen or happe : 
And yet this manciple sette hir aller capped, 

% 
t 

1 > He was as honest as other millers, though he had, accorduig 
to the proverb, like every miller, a thumb of gold. 

a Vide note > on the preceding page. ^ Purchasers. 

^ Purchase. ^ Free from debt. . 7 Made a fool of them all. 
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The Rev^ was a slendre colerike man, ^ 

His berd was shave as neighe as ever he can. 
His here was by his er^s round yshorne. 
His top was docked like a preest befome* 
Ful long^ were bis legg^, and ful lene, 
Ylike a staff, ther was no calf ysene. 
Wei coude he kepe a garner and a binne : 
Ther was non auditour coude on him winne. 
Wei wiste he by the drought, and by the rain, 
The yelding^ of his seed, and of his grain* 
His lord^ shepe, his nete^ and his deirie. 
His swine» his hors, hh store, and his pultrie. 
Were holly in this rev^' governing, 
And by his covenant yave he rekening, 
Sin that his lord was twenty yere of age ; 
Ther coude no man bring him in arerage.. 
Ther n'as baillif, ne herde, ne other bine, 
That he ne knew his sleight and his covine^: 
They were adradde of him, as of the deth. 
His wonning was ful fayre upon an heth. 
With gren^ trees yshadewed was his place. 
He coud^ better than his lord pourchace. 
Ful riche he was 3nstored privily. 
His lord wel coude he ples'en subtilly. 
To yeve and lene him of his owen good. 
And have a thank, and yet a cote imd hood. 
In youthe he lemed hadde agood mistered 
He was a wel good wright,, a carpentere. 

» Yielding. «Cow8. 3 Steward. 4 Secret 

oontriTaiices. » Trade, ^occupatioD. 
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This rev^ fiate upon a right good stotS 
That was all pomelee^ E^^Yy ^^^ hightd Scot. 
A long surcote of perse upon he hade. 
And by his side he bare a rusty blade. 
Of Norfolk was this reve, of which I tell. 
Beside a toun, men clepen BaldeswelL 
Tucked he was, as is a frere, aboute. 
And ever he rode the hinderest of the route. 

A Sompnour was ther with us in that place. 
That had a fire-red cherubinn^^ face. 
For sausdfleme^ he was, with eyen narwe^. 
As hole he was, and likerous as a sparwe. 
With scalled forowes blake, and pilled herd : 
Of his visage children were sore aferd« 
Ther n'as quiksilver, litarge, ne brimston. 
Boras, ceruse, ne oiie of tartre non, 
Ne ointment that woldd dense or bite. 
That him might helpen of his whelkds^ white, 
Ne of the knobbds sitting on his chekes. 
Wei loved he garlike, onions, and lekes. 
And for to drinke strong win as rede as blood. 
Than wolde he speke, and crie as he were wood. 
And whan that he wel dronken had the win. 
Than wold he speken no word but Latin. 
A few^ term^ coude he, two or three. 
That he had lemed out of som decree ; 
No wonder is, he herd it all the day; 
And eke ye knowen wel, how that a jay 

* Horse, beast ° Dappled. > Cherob's foce. 
4 Red pimpled ^e. 9 Narrow, close. * Spots. 
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Can clepen watte, as wel as can the pope. 
But who 80 wolde in other thing him grope^ 
Than hadde he spent all his philosophies 
Ay, Questio quid juris, wolde he crie. 

He was a gentil harlot^ and a kind ; 
A better felaw shulde a man not find. 
He woldd sufire for a quart of wine, 
A good feUw to have his concubine 
A twelve month, and excuse him at the full. 
Ful prively a finch eke coude he pull. 
And if he found owhere a good fel^we. 
He woldd techen him to have non awe 
In swiche a cas of the archedekenes curse ; 
But if a mannds soule were in his purse ; 
For in his purse he shulde ypunished be. 
Purse is the arch^ekens helle, said he. 
But wel I wote, he lied right in dede: 
Of cursing ought eche gilty man him drede. 
For curse wol sle right as assoiling saveth. 
And also ware him of a significaviU 

In danger hadde he at his owen gise 
The yongd girl^ of the diocise. 
And knew hir conseil, and was of hir rede*. 
A gerlond hadde he sette upon his hede. 
As gret as it were for an aJ^take^ : 
A bokeler hadde he made him of a cake. 

> The name harlot was aucientlj giyen to men as well as women, 
and without any bad sigmfication. 

^ Advised. 3 An alehouse sign. 
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With him ther rode a gentil Pardonere ' 
Of RouncevallS his frend and his compere^ 
That streit was comen from the court of Rom^. 
Ful loude he sang, Come hither, lov^ to me. 
This sompnom- bare to him a stiff burdoun'. 
Was never trompe of half so gret a soun. 
This pardoner had here as yelwe ^ as wax. 
But smoth it heng, as doth a strike of flax : 
By unces ^ heng his lokk^ that he hadde. 
And therwith he his shulders overspradde. 
Ful thinne it lay, by culpons ^ on and on. 
But hode, for jolite, ne wered he non. 
For it was trussed up in his wallet. 
Him thought he rode al of the new^ get, 
Dbhevele, sauf his cappe, he rode all bare. 
Swiche glaring eyen hadde he, as an hare* 
A vemicle hadde he sewed upon his cappe. 
His wallet lay befome him in his lappe, 
Bret-ful^ of pardon come from Rome al bote. 
A vols he hadde, as smale as hath a gote* 
No herd hadde he, he never non shulde have. 
As smothe it was as it were newd shave ; 
I trowe he were a gelding or a mare. 

But of his craft, fro Berwike unto Ware, 
Ne was ther swiche an other pardonere. 
For in his male> he hadde a pilwebere^, 

* Vide a former note. 

* Supposed by Stevens to be Runceval Hall, in Oxford. 

3 Sang the bass. 4 Yellow. s Ounces. ^ Shreds. 

7 Brimful. * Budget. 9 Coyering of a pillow. 
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Which, as he said^ was oure ladies veil : 

He saide, he hadde a gobbet^ of the seyl * 

Thatte seint Peter had, whan that he went 

Upon the see, till Jesu Crist him hent ^. 

He had a crois of laton^ ful of stones. 

And in a glas he hadd^ pigg^ bones. 

But with these relikes, whannd that he fond 

A pourd persone dwelling up on lond. 

Upon a day he gat him more moneie 

Than that the persone gat in monethes tweie. 

And thus with fained flattering and japes % 

He made the persone, and the peple, his apes^ 

But trewdly to tellen attd last. 
He was in chirche a noble ecclesiast. 
Wei coude he rede a lesson or a storie^ 
But alderbest^ he sang an ofiertorie ^: 
For wel he wistd, whan that song was songe. 
He must^ preche, and wel afile ^ his tonge. 
To winn^ silver, as he right wel coude : 
Therfore he sang the merrier and loude. 

' Morsel. * Sail. 3 Assisted, took. 

** A mixed metal of the colour of brass. s Tricks. ^ Dopes. 

7 Best. 8 Fart of the mass. ^ Polish. 
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JOHN GOWER. 



Little is known of Gower's personal history. 
** The proud tradition in the Marquis of Sta£>jrd*9 
family^" says Mr. Todd ^y ** has been, and still is, 
that he was of Stitenham ; and who would not con- 
sider the dignity of his genealogy augmented, by 
enrolling among its worthies the moral Gower?'* 

His eflSgies in the church of St. Mary Overies is 
often inaccurately described, as having a garland of 
ivy and roses on the head. It is, in fact, a ch^)let 
of roses, such, as Thynne says, was anciently worn 
by knights ; a circumstance which is favourable to 
the suspicion, that has been suggested, of his having 
been of the rank of knighthood. If Thynne's as- 
sertion, respecting the time of the lawyers first en- 
tering the Temple, be correct, it will be difScult to 
reconcile it with the tradition of Gower's having 
been a student there in his youth. 

By Chaucer's manner of addressing Gower, the 
latter appears to have been the elder. He was 
attached to Thomas of Woodstock, as Chaucer was 
to John of Gaunt. The two poets appear to have 
been at one time cordial friends, but ultimately to 

^ lu lilustradoiis of Gower and Chaucer by the Rev. H. Todd. 
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have quarrelled. Gower tells us himself that he 
was blind in his old age. From his will, it appears 
that he was living in 140S. His bequests to several 
churches and hospitals, and his legacy to his wife of 
100/., of all his valuable goods, and of the rents 
arising from his manors qf Southwell in the county 
of Nottinghiam, and of Multon in the county of 
Suffolk, undeniably prove that he w^s rich. 

One of his three great works, the Speculum Medi- 
tantis, a poem in French, is erroneously described 
by Mr. Godwin and others as treating of conjugal 
fidelity. In an account of its contents, in a MS. in 
Trinity College Cambridge, we are told th^t its 
principal subject is the repentance of a sinner. The 
Vox £lamantis, in Latin, relates to the insurrection 
of the commons,, in the reign of Richard II. The 
Confessio Amantis; in English, is a dialogue between 
a lover and his confessor, who is a priest of Yepus, 
and who explains, by apposite stories and phi}pso- 
phical illustrations^ all the evil affections of thetutart, 
which impede, or countei'act the progress apA suc- 
cess of the tender passion. 

His writings exhibit all the crude eruditipn and 
science of his age ; a knowledge sufficiei^t ta hpye 
been the fuel of genius^ if Gpwer hnni ^(m^aaed its 
fire. 



£ 2 



52 GOWER. 



THK TALE 

OF 

THE COFFERS OR CASKETS, &c. 

IN THE FIFTH BOOK OF 

THE CONFESSIO AMANTIS. 



In ft Cronique thus I rede : 
Aboute a king, as must nede, 
Ther was of knyght^ and squiers 
Gret route, and eke of officers : 
Some of long time Hm hadden served. 
And thoughten that they haue deserved 
Avancdmenty and gon withoute : 
And some also ben of the route. 
That comen but a while agon. 
And they avanced were anon. 

These oldd men upon this thing, 
So as they durst, ageyne the king 
Among bemself > compleignen oftet 
But there is nothing said so sofle. 
That it ne comith out at laste : 
The king it wiste, and als so faste, 

> Themsdyes. 
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As he which was of high prudence : 
He shope therfore an evideace 
Of hem ^ that pleignen in the cas. 
To knowe in whose defalte it was ; 
And ifll within his owiie entent. 
That non ma wist^ what it raent. 
Anon he let two cofres make 
Of one semblance, and of one make. 
So lich*, that no lif thilke throwe^ 
That one may fro that other knowe : 
They were into his chamber brought. 
But no man wot why they be wrought, 

• • • 

And natheles the king hath bede 
That they be set in privy stede. 
As he that was of wisdom slih ; 
Whan he therto his time sih', 
All privdly/that none it wiste. 
His ownd hondes that one chiste 
Of fin gold, and of fin perie^ 
The which out of his tresorie 
Was take,- anon he fild full; 
That other cofre of straw and mull^ 
With stones meynd^ he fild also : 
Thus be they full bothd two. 

So that erliche^ upon a day 
He had within, where he lay, 
Ther should be tofore his bed 
A bord up set and fiurd spred t 

^ Them. * like. 3 Saw. 4 Jewels, or precious stones. 
SEttbbbh. sjH^glecL 7 Early. 
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And than he let the cofres fette' 
Upon the bord, and did hem tette. 
He knewe the names well of tho% 
The whiche agein him grutched so. 
Both of his chambre and of his halle. 
Anon and sent for hem alle ; 
And seidd to hem in this wise. 

There shall no man his hap despise : 
I wot well ye have longe served. 
And God wot what ye have deserved ; 
But if it is along on me 
Of that ye unavanced be. 
Or elles if it belong on yow. 
The sothe shall be proved now : 
To stopp^ with your evil word, 
Lo ! here two cofres on the bord ; 
Chese which you list oi bothd two ; 
And witeth well that one of tho 
Is with tresor so full begon, 
That if ye happd therupon 
Ye shall be richd men for ever : 
Now chese', and take which you is lever, 
But be well ware ere that ye take. 
For of that one I undertake 
Ther is no maner good therein, 
Wherof ye mighten profit winne* 
Now goth^ together of one assent. 
And taketh your avisement; 

* Fetched. ^Thoie. 3 Chooie. 4Go. 
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For, but I you this day avance. 
It stant upon your ownd chance, 
Al only in defalte of grace ; 
So shall be shewed in this place 
Upon you all well afyn ', 
That no defaltd shal be royn. 

They knelen all, and with one Vols 
The king they thonken of this chois : 
And after that they up arise. 
And gon aside, and hem aviso, 
And at lastd they acorde 
(Wherof her* tal^ to recorde 
To what issue they be falle) 
A knyght shall spekd for hem alle : 
He kneleth doun unto the king. 
And seith that they upon this thing, 
Or for to winne^ or for to lese', 
Ben all avised for to chese. 

Tho* toke this knyght a yerd* on honde. 
And goth there as the cofres stonde. 
And with assent of everychone^ 
He leith his yerde upon one. 
And seith 7 the king how thilke same 
They chese in reguerdon^ by name, 
And preith him that they might it have. 

The king, which wolde his honor save. 
Whan he had heard the common vois. 
Hath granted hem her owne chois, 

> At last. « Their. 3 Lose. 4 Then. 5 A rod. 

* Eveiy one. ? Sayeth to the Idng. ^ As their reward. 
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And toke hem therupon the keie ; 
But for he wold^ it were seie^ 
What good they have as they suppose. 
He bad anon the cofre unclose. 
Which was ful61d with straw and stones: 
Thus be they served all at .ones. 

This king than, in the same stede. 
Anon that other cofre undede. 
Where as they sihen gret richesse, 
Wei mor^ than they couthen gesse, 

Lo ! seith the king, now may ye se 
That ther is no defalte in me ; 
Forthy* my self I wol aquite. 
And bereth ye your ownd wite^ 
Of that^ fortune hath you refused. 

Thus was this wise king excused : 
And they lefte off her evil speche, 
And mercy of her king beseche* 



OF THE GRATIFICATION WHICH THE LOVER'S PASSION 
RECEIVES FROM THE SENSE OF HEARING. 

IN TBS SIXTH BOOK* 

Right as myn ey^, with his loke. 
Is to myn herte a lusty cooke 
Of lov^ food^ delicate ; 
Right so myn eare in his estate, 

^Seen. «Theiefore. sBteine. < i. e. that whicb. 
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Wher as myn eye may nought serve. 
Can wel myn hertds thonk' deserve; 
And feden liim, fro day to day. 
With such deynties as he may. 

For thus it is that, over all 
Wher as I come in specially 
I may heare pf my lady price*: 
I heare one say that she is wise ; 
Another saith that she is good ; 
Andy some men sain, of worthy folood 
That she is come $ and is also 
So fair that no wher is none so : 
And some men praise hir goodly chere* 
Thus every thing that I may heare. 
Which souneth to my lady goode. 
Is to myn eare a lusty foode. 

And eke myn eare hath, over this, 
A deyntie feste whan so is 
That I may heare hirselv6 speke ; 
For than anon my fast I breke 
On such^ wordes as she saith. 
That fill of trouth and ful of faith 
They ben, and of so good disport. 
That to myn eare great comfort 
They don, as they that ben delices 
For all the meates, and all the spices. 
That any Lombard couthd make, 
Ne be so lusty for to take, 
Ne so &r forth restauratif, 
(I say as for myn ownd lif,) 

1 Thank. • Pnuse. 



58 GOWER. 

As ben the word^ of hir mouth. 
For as the windds of the South 
Ben most of all^ debonaire ; 
So» whan her list to spek^ faire. 
The vertue of hir goodly speche 
Is verily myn hert^ leche. 

And if it so befalle among^ 
That she carol upon a song. 
Whan I it hear, I am so fedd. 
That I am fro miself so ledd 
As though I were in Paradis ; 
For, certesy as to myn ayis, 
Wl^an I heare of her voice the steven, 
Me thinketh it is a blisse of heven. 

And ^ke in other wise also, 
Full oft^ time it falleth so, 

• • • 

Myn eare with a good pit^nce 
Is fedd of reding of romance 
Of Ydoine and of Amadas, ' 

That whilom weren in my cas ^ 
And eke of other many a scord, 
Tliat loveden ^ long ere I was bore^« 
For whan I of her loves rede, 
Myn eare with the tale I fede, 
And with the lust of her histoire 
Som^me I draw into memoire. 
How sorrow may not ever last ; 
And so hope cometh in at last. 

^ Loved. * Born. 



JOHN LYDGATE 

Was born at a place of that name in Suffi^i about 
the year 1370* His translation (taken through the 
.medium of Laurence's version) of Boccaccio's Fall of 
Princes^ was begun while Heory VI. was in France, 
wherp tha^ king never was, but when he went to be 
crowned at Paris, in 1432. Lydgate was then above 
threescore. He was a monk of the Benedictine order, 
at St. Edmund's Bury, and in 1423 was elected prior 
of Hatfield Brodhook, but the following year had 
licence to return to his convent again. His con» 
dition, one would imagine, should have supplied him 
with the necessaries of life, yet he more than once 
complains to his patron, Humphry, Duke of Gloit* 
cester, of his wants; and he shews distinctly in one 
passage, that he did not dislike a little more wine, 
than his convent allowed him. He was full thirty 
years of age when Chaucer died, whom he calls his 
master, and who probably was so in a literal sense. 
His Fall of Princes is rather a paraphrase than g 
translation of his original. He disclaims the idea of 
writing <* a stile briefe and compendious.'* A great 
story he compares to a, great oak, which is not to 
be attacked with a single stroke, but by ** a long 
processe,'* 

Gray has pointed out beauties in this writer which 
had eluded the research, or the taste, of former critics. 
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*' I pretend not/' says Gray, ** to set him on a level 
with Chaucer, but he certainly comes the nearest 
to him of any contemporary writer I am acquainted 
with. His choice of expression and the smoothness 
of his rerse^ far surpass both Gower and Occleve. He 
wanted not art in raising the more tender emotions 
of the mind/' Of these he gives several examples* 
The finest of these^ perhaps, is the following passage, 
descriptive of maternal agony and tenderness* 



GAKACE^ CONDEMNED TO DEATH BT HER FATHER JEOLXJS. 
SENDS TO HER GUILTY BROTHER MACAREUS THE LAST 
TESTIMONY OF HER UNHAPPY PASSION. 

BOOK I. FOLIO 39' 

Out of her swoone when she did abbraide, 
Knowing no mean but death in her distr^sse. 
To her brother full piteouslie she said, 
*^ Cause of my sorrowe, roote of my heavinesse. 
That whilom were the sourse of my gladnesse. 
When both our joyes by wille were so disposed. 
Under one key our hearts to be enclosed. 

This is mine end, I may it not astarte ; 

O brother mine, there is no more to saye ; 

Lowly beseeching with mine whol^ heart 

For to remember specially, I praye. 

If it befall my littel sonne to dye. 

That thou mayst after some mynd on us have. 

Suffer us both be buried in one grave. 
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I hold him strictly twene my armes twein, 
Thou and Nature laidd on me this charge ; 
He, guiltlesse, mustd with me suffer paine^ 
And, sith thou art at freedom and at large. 
Let kindnesse oure love not so discharge. 
But have a minde^ wherever that thou be. 
Once on a day upon my child and me. 

On thee and me dependeth the tresp^ce 
Touching our guilt and our great offence, 
Butj welaway ! most ^ngelik of face 
Our child^, young in his pure innocence. 
Shall agayn right suffer death's violence, 
Tender of limbes, God wote, full guilt^lesse 
The goodly faire, that lieth here speechl^. 

A mouth he has^ but wordis hath he none ; 

Cannot complaine alas ! for none outr^e : 

Nor grutcheth not, but lies here all alone 

Still as a lambe, most meke of his vis^e. 

What heart of st^e could do to him dam^. 

Or suffer him dye, beholding the manure 

And looke benigne of his twein eyen clere.— - 
* ****** 

Writing her letter, awhapped all in drede. 
In her right hand her pen ygan to quake. 
And a sharp sword to make her hearth blede, 
la her left hand her father hath her take. 
And most her sorrowe was for her childes sake, 
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Upoo wfaope ftc^ in her banaeileepTiige 
Fan many 9 itre she wept in cdmpldynii^. 
After all this ao aa she stoode and quoke. 
Her child beholding mid of her peines smart* 
Without abode the sharp^ sword she tooke. 
And rove herself^ even to the hearte ; 
Her child fell down, which mights not astert* 
Having no help to succour him nor save^ 
But in her blood theselfe b^^ to bathe. 



SCOTTISH POETRY. 



The origin of the Lowland Scottish language hatbeeil 
a fruitful subject of controversy. Like the Engikb, 
it is of Gothic materials ; and, at a certain distance 
of time from the Norman conquest, is found to con- 
tain, as well as its sister dialect of the South, a con« 
siderable mixture of French. According to one 
theory, those Gothic elements of Scotch existed in 
the Lowlands^ anterior to the Anglo-Saxon settle- 
ments in England, among the Picts, a Scandinavian 
race: the subsequent mixture of French words arose 
firom the French connexions of Scotland^ and the 
settlement of Normans among her people ; and thu8» 
by the Pictish and Saxon dialects meeting, andanin^ 
fusion of French being afterwards superadded, the 
Scottish language arose, independent of modern En^ 
glish, though necessarily similar, from the similarity of 
its materials. According to another theory, the Pict^ 
were not Goths, but Cambro-British, a Celtic race, 
like the Western Scots who subdued and blended 
with the Picts^ under Kenneth Mac Alpine. Of the 
same Celtic race were also the Britons of Strath- 
olyde, and the antient people of Galloway. In Gal- 
loway^ though the Saxons overran that peninsula^ 
th^ are affirmed to have lefb but little of their blood^^ 
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and little of their language. In the ninth centur]^, 
Galloway was new peopled by the Irish Cruithne^ and 
at the end of the eleventh century was universally 
inhabited by a Gaelic people. At this latter period^ 
the common language of all Scotland, with the ex- 
ception of Lothian, and a corner of Caithness^ Vas 
the Gaelic ; and in the twelflh century commenced 
the progress of the English Language into Scotland 
Proper^ : so that Scotch is only migrated English. 

In support of the opposite system , an assertor, better 
known than trusted, namely Pinkerton, has main- 
tained, that ** there is not a shadow of proof, that the 
*' Gaelic language was ever at all spoken in the Low- 
^ lands of Scotland." Yet the author of Caledonia 
has given not mere shadows of proof, but very strong 
grounds for concluding that, in the first place, to the 
north of the Forth and Clyde, with the exception of 
Scandinavian settlements admitted to have been made 
in Orkney, Caithness, a stripe of Sutherland, and par- 
tially in the Hebrides, a Gothic dialect was unknown 
in antient Scotland. Amidst the arguments to this 
effect deduced from the topography of (the supposed 
Gothic) Pictland, in which, Mr. Chalmers affirms^ 
that not a Saxon name is to be found older than the 
twelflh century; and amidst the evidences accumur 

- > Lothian, now containing the Scottish metropolis, was, after 
several fluctuations of possession, annexed to the territory of Scot- 
' land in 1030 ; but even in the time of David I. is spoken of not as 
a part of Scotland. David addresses his faithful subjects of aU 
Scotland, and of Lothian. 
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lated from the laws, religion, antiquities', and man**' 
Hers of North Britain, • one recorded fact appeal^ 
sufficiently striking. When the assembled clergy of 
Scotland met Malcolm Caenmore and Queen Mar-»i 
garet, the Saxon princes& was unable to understand 
their language. Her husband, who had learnt £d-^ 
glish, was obliged to be their interpreter. All the 
clergy of Pictland, we are told, were at that time 
Irish ; but among a people with a Gaelic king, and a 
Graelic clergy, is it conceivable that the Gaelic lan- 
guage should not have been commonly spoken ? 

With regard to Galloway, or south-western Scot- 
land, the paucity of Saxon names in that peninsula 
(keeping dpart pure or modern English ones) are pro-i 
nounced by Mr. G. Chalmers, to shew the establish- 
ments of the Saxons to have been few and temporary^ 
9xxd their language to have been thinly scattered, in 
comparison with the Celtic. As we turn to the 
south-east of Scotland, it is inferred from topd-» 
graphy, that the Saxons of Lothian never perma« 
uently settled to. the westward of the Avonr; while, 
the numerous Celtic names which reach as far as the 
Tweed, evince that the Gaelic language not only 
prevailed in Proper Scotland, but overflowed her 
boundaries, and like her arms, made inroads on the 
3axon soiL 

. Mr. Ellis, in discussing this subject, seems to have 
bd^, startled by the difficulty of supposing the lan- 
guage of England to have superseded the native 
PaeliQ in Scotland, solely in consequence of Saxqn 

VOL. I. ' F 



§6 socnmsH fdbsiiy* 

migratioiM to the north, in the reign of Malcolm 
Caenmore. Malcolm undoubtedly married a Saxon 
princess, who brought to Scotland her relations and 
domestics. Many Saxons also fled into Scotland 
firom the violences of the Norman conquest. Mal« 
eolm gave them an asylum^ and during his incursiooi 
into. Cumberland and Northumberland, carried off 
so nmny young captives, that English persons wer^ 
to be seen in every house and village of his domi- 
nions, in the reign of David I. But, on the death ci 
Malcolm, the Saxon followers, both of Edgar Athe« 
Hng and Margaret, were driven away by the enmity 
of the Graelic people. Those expelled Saxons must 
have been the gentry, while the captives, since they 
were seen in a subsequent age, must have been re a 
tained, as being servile, or vileyns. The fact of the ex*i- 
pulsion of Margaret and Edgar Atheling*s followers^ 
18 recorded in the Saxon Chronicle. It speaks pretty 
dearly for the general Gaellcism of the Scotch at that 
period; and it also prepares us for what is afterward* 
so fully illustrated by the author of Caledonia, viz.* 
that it was the new dynasty of Scottish kings, after 
Malcolm Caenmore, that gave a mote difilisi ve course 
to the peopling of proper Scotland, by Saxon, by 
Anglo-Norman, and by Flemish colonists. In the 
successive charters of Edgar, Alexander, and David L 
we scarcely see any other witnesses than Sax<His, 
who enjoyed under those monarchs all power, and 
acquired vast possessions in every district of Scd€» 
land, settling with their foUoi^rs in entire kamlelSb 



SCOmSH POBTRY^ 6f 

' If this En^tth origin of Scotch be correct, it suf- 
Acientljr accounts for the Scottish poets, in the 
fifteenth century^ speaking of Chaucer, Gower, and 
Lydgate, as their masters and models of style, and 
extolling' them as the improvers of a language to 
which they prefix the vrord <' our," as if it belonged 
in common to Scots and English, and even some^ 
dmes denominating their own language English. 

Yet, in whatever light we are to regard Lowland 
Scotch, whether merely as northern English, or aa 
having a mingled Gothic origin from the Pictish and 
Anglo-Saxon, its claims to poetical antiquity are 
respectable. The extreme antiquity of the elegy on 
Alexander III. on which Mr. Ellis rests so much 
importance, is indeed disputed; but Sir Tristram 
exhibits an original romance, composed on the north 
of the Tweed, at a time when there is no proof that 
southern English contained any work of that species 
ef fiction, that was not translated from the French. 
In the fourteenth century, Barbour celebrated the 
greatest royal hero of his country (Bruce), in a ver* 
rified romance, that is net uninteresting. The next 
age is prolific in the names of distinguished Scottish 
*• Makers" Henry the minstrel, said to have been 
Mind from his birth, rehearsed the exploits of Wal- 
kee in strains of fierce though vulgar fire. James I* 
of Scotland ; Henrysoun, the author of Robene and 
' Makyne^ the first known pastoral, and one of the 
best« in a dialect rich with the &vours of the pastoral 
muse; Douglas, the translator of Virgil; Dunbar, 

r 2 
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MersflCr, and others, gave a poetical lustre to Sc6t« 
land, in the fifteenth century, and fill up a space iff 
the annals of British poetry, after the date of Chau- 
cer and Lydgate, that is otherwise nearly barren. 
James the first had an elegant and tender vein, and 
the ludicrous pieces ascribed to him possess con- 
siderable comic humour. Douglas's descriptions of 
natural scenery are extolled by T. Warton, who 
has given ample and interpreted specimens of them, 
4n his History of English Poetry. He was certainly 
a fond painter of nature ; but his imagery is redun* 
dant and tediously profuse. His chief original work 
is the elaborate and qumnt allegory of King Hart ^« 
It is full of alliteration, a trick which the Scottish 
poets might have learnt to avoid from the <^ rose of 
rhetours*' (as they call him) Chaucer; but in which 
they rival the anapaestics of Langland. 

Dunbar is a poet of a higher order. His tale of 
the Friars of Berwick is quite in the spirit of Chaucer. 
His Dance of the Seven Deadly Sins through HeD, 
though it would be absurd to compare it with the 
beauty and refinement of the celebrated Ode on the 
Passions, has yet an animated pieturesqueness not 
unlike that of Collins. The effect of both piecea 
showjs how much more potent allegorical figures 
become, by being made to fieet suddenly before the 

* In w^iich the human heart is personified as a Sovereign in his 
castle* guarded by the five Senses, made captive by Dame Flea- 
saunce, a neighbouring potentate, but finally brought back Irom 
thraldom by ^ge and Experience^ ~. 
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imagination, than by being detained in its view by 
prolonged description. Dunbar conjures up the 
personified Sins, as Collins does the Passions^ to 
rise, to strike, and disappear. They *^ come like 
shadows, so depart." 

In the works of those northern makers of the 
•fiileenth century ^, there is a gay spirit, and an in- 
dication of jovial manners, which forms a contrast td 
the covenanting national character of subsequent 
times. The frequent coarseness of this poetical 
gaiety, it would indeed be more easy than agreeable 
to prove by quotations; and, if we could forget how 
rejy gross the humour of Chaucer sometimes is, we 
might, on a general comparison of the Scotch with 
the English poets, extol the comparative delicacy, 
of English taste ; for Skelton himself, though more 
burlesque than Sir David yndsay in style, is less 
outrageously indecorous in matter. At a period 
when James IV. was breaking lances in the lists 
of chivalry, and when the court, and court poets of 
^otland^ might be supposed to have possessed ideas 
t>f decency, if not of refinement, Dunbar at that 
period addresses the queen, on the occasion of 
having danced in her majesty's chamber, with jokes 
which a beggar wench of the present day would 
probably consider as an ofience to her delicacy. 

Sir David Lyndsay was a courtier, a foreign am^* 

* The writiogs of some of those Scottish poets belong to the six- 
teeuth century ; but from the date of their births they are placed 
under the fifteenth. 
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bassador, and the intimate companion of a prince ; 
for he attended James V. from the first to the 
last day of that monarch's life. From his rank in 
fociety, we might suppose, that he had purposely laid 
aside the style of a gentleman^ and clothed the aa^ 
tirical moralities^ which he levelled against popery, 
in language suited to the taste of the vulgar; if it 
were easy to conceive the taste of the vulgar to 
have been, at that period, grosser than that of their 
superiors. Yet while Lyndsay's satire, in tearing 
up the depravities of a corrupted church, seems to be 
polluted with the scandal on which it preys^ it is 
impossible to peruse his writings without confessing 
the importance of his character to the country in 
which he lived, and to the cause which he was bom 
to serve. In his tale of Squire Meldrum we lose 
sight of the reformer. It is a little romance^ very 
amusing as a draught of Scottish chivalrous manners^ 
apparently drawn from the life, and blending a 
sportive and familiar, with an heroic and amatory 
interest. Nor is its broad, careless diction, perhaps, 
an unfavourable relief to the romantic spirit of the 
adventures which it portrays. 
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James L of Scotland was born in the year 13039 
aod became heir apparent to the Scottish crown by 
the death of his brother. Prince David. Taken 
prisoner at sea by the English, at ten years of age, 
he received some compensation for his cruel deten* 
tion by an excellent education. It appears that he 
accompanied Henry V. into France, and there dis« 
tinguished himself by his skijl and bravery. On hif 
Kturh to his native country he endeavoured, during 
too short a reign, to strengdien the rights of the 
crown and people against a tyrannical aristocracy. 
He was the first who convoked copamissioners from^ 
the shires, in place of the numerous lesser barons^ 
^nd he endeavoured to create a house of commons 
in Scotland, by separating the representatives of the 
people from the peers ; but his nobility foresaw the 
effects of his scheme, and too successfully resisted 
it. After clearing the lowlands of Scotland firoa^ 
feudal oppression, he visited the highlands, and 
crushed several refractory chieftains. Some in«> 
stances of his justice are recorded, which rather 
resemble the cruelty of the times in which he lived, 
than his own personal character; but in such times 
justice herself wears a horrible aspect. One Mac- 
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donald, a petty chieftain of the north, displeased 
with a widow on his estate for threatening to appeal 
to the king, had ordered her feet to be shod with 
iron plates nailed to the soles ; and then insultingly 
'told her that she was thus armed against the rough 
roads. The widow, however, found means to send 
her story to James, who seized the savage, with 
twelve of his associates, whom he shod with iron, in 
a similar manner, and having exposed them for 
several days in Edinburgh, gave them over to the 
executioner. 

While a prisoner in Windsor Castle, James had 
lieen and admired the beautiful Lady Jane Beaufort, 
daughter of the Duke of Somerset. Few royal at* 
tachments have been so romantic and so happy. 
His poem entitled the Quair ^, in which he pathe- 
tically laments his captivity, was devoted to the 
telebration of this lady ; whom he obtained at last 
in marriage, together with his liberty, as Henry 
conceived that his union with the grandaughter 
of the Duke of Lancaster might bind the Scottish 
monarch to the interests of England. 

James perished by assassination, in the 44th year 
t)f his age, leaving behind him the example of a 
patriot king, and of a man of genius universally ac- 
tomplished. 

1 Qoair is the old Scotch word for a book. 
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THE KTNO THUS DESCRIBES THE APPEARANCE OF HIS 
MISTRESS, MTHEN HE FIRST SAW HER FROM A WINDOW 
OF HIS PRISON AT WINDSOR. 

FROM CANTO U. OF THE QUAIR. 

X. 

The long^ dayds and the nights eke, 
I would bewail my fortune in this wise, 
For which, again ^ distress comfort to seek. 
My custom was, on mornes, for to rise 
Early as day : O happy exercise ! 
By thee come I to joy out of tormdnt ; 
But now to purpose of my first intent. 

XI. 

Bewailing in my chamber, thus alone. 
Despaired of all joy and remedy^ 
For-tired of my thought, and woe begone ; 
And to the window gan I walk in hye % 
To see the world and folk that went forby ; 
As for the time (though I of mirthis food 
Might have no more) to look it did me good. 

XII. 

Now was there made fast by the touris wall 

A garden fair ; and in the comers set 

An herbere ' green ; with wandis long and small 

* Against. * Hast^. ' Herbary, or garden of simples. 
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Bailed about and 80 with treeis set 
Wa« all the place^ and hawthorn hedges knet. 
That life was none (a) walking there forby . 
That mighty within scarce any wight espy. 

XIV. 

And on the smallc green^ twistis sat 
The little sweets nightingale, and sungt 
So loud. and clear the h3rmnis consecrate 
Of lovis use, now soft* now loud among \ 
That all the gardens and the wallis rung 
Right of their song ; and on the couple next 
Qf their sweet harmony^ and lo the text. 

XV. 

Worshippe, O ye that lovers bene, this may ! 

For of your bliss the calends are begun ; 

And sing with us, ** away ! winter away ! 

Come summer come^ the sweet $eas6n and sun'; 

Awake for shame that have your heavens won ; 

And amorously lifl up your heades all 

Thank love that list you to his mercy calL^' 
* * * ** * « « 

And therewith cast I down mine eye again, 
Whereas I saw walking under the tower. 
Full secretly new comyn to her pleyne S 
The fairest and the frest youog^ flower 
That ever I saw (roe thought) before that hour: 

* Pfoniflcuou^l^. * Sport. 
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For which sudden abate ^ anon astert' 
The blood of all my body to my heart. 



* 



XVII. 

Of her array the form gif * I shall write. 
Toward her golden hair, and rich attire^ 
In fret wise couched with pearlis white^ 
And greats balas * lemyng ^ as the fire ; 
With many an emerant and faire sapphire. 
And on her head a chaplet fresh of hue. 
Of plumjTB parted red and white and blue. 

XXIX, 

About her neck, white as the fyr amaille ^ 
A goodly chain of small orfevyrie 7, 
Whereby there hang a ruby without fail 
Like to a heart yshapen verily. 
That as a spark of lowe ^ so wantonly 
Seem^ bumyng upon her whitd throat ; 
Now gif there was good parly God it wote. 

XXX. 

And for to walk that freshd may^'s morrow. 
An hook she had upon her tissue white, 
That goodlier had not been seen toforrow ', 

^ An unexpected accident. ^ Started back. 3 If. 4 Rabies. 
5 Burning. ^ Mr. Ellis conjectures that this is an error, for fair 
entail, i. c. enamel. 7 Goldsmith's work. ^ Fire. 9 Hereto- 
fore. 
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As I suppose, and girt she was a lyte ^ 
Thus halfling* loose for haste ; to such delight 
It was to see her youth in goodlthead, 
That for rudeness to speak thereof I dread. 

, XXXI. 

In her was youth, beauty with humble port, 
"Bounty, richess, and womanly feature: 
(God better wote than my pen can report) 
Wisdom larg^ss^ estate and cunning sure, 
In word in deed, in shape and countenance. 
That nature might no more her childe avance. 



ROBERT HENRYSON. 

1425—1495. 

Nothing is known of the life of Henryson^ but that 
he was a schoolmaster at Dumferling. Lord Hailes 
supposes his office to have been preceptor of youth 
in the Benedictine convent of that place. Besides 
a continuation, of Chaucer's Troll us and Cresseide, 
he wrote a number of fables, of which MS. copies are 
preserved in the Scotch Advocates Library, 

'AlitUe. «Half. 
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ROBENE AND MAKYNE, 

A BALLAD. 



I. 

RoBENE sat on gud grene hill*, 

Keipand a flok of fie ^ : 

Mirry Makyne said him till ', 

Robene thou rew on me*: 

I haif the luvit, lowd and still*. 

This yieris two or thre^; 

My dole in dern hot gif thou dill 7, 

Doubtless bot dreid I die^ 

ir. 

He. Robene answerit, be the rude *, 
Nathing of lufe I knaw * ; 
Bot keipis my scheip undir yone wud ', 
Lo quhair they raik on raw*. 

L ^ Robene sat on a good -green hill. — ^ Keeping a flook of 
cattle.— 3 Merry Makyne said to him.— ^ Robene, take pity on 
me.— 5 1 have loved thee openly and secretly. — ^ These years two 
or three.-— ^ My sorrow, in secret, unless thou share. — ^ Undoubt- 
edly I shall die. 

II. • Robene answered, by the rood. — ^ Nothing of \oy^ I 
know.— -4 But keep my sheep under yon wood.—* Lo where they 
range in a row. 
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Quhat has marrit th^ in thy mude % 
MaikjDe to me diotp achaw®? 
Or what is luve^ or to be lu'ed^. 
Fain wald I leir that law \ 

III. 

She. At luvis leir gif thow will leir % 
Takethairan A,B, CS 
Be kind, courtas, and fair of feir^, 
Wyse, hardy, and fr^*. 
S^ that no danger do th^ deir% 
Quhat dole in dem thow drie \ 
Preiss th^ with pane at all poweir^, 
Be patient, and previe ^ 

IV. 

He. Robeneanswerit her agane', 
I wait not quhat is luve % 
But I haif marvell, in certaine^^ 
Quhat makis the this wanrufe^. 

5 What has marred thee in thy mood. — ^ Makyne, show thou to 
me.— ^ Or what is love or to be loved.— ^ Fain would I learn that 
law (of love). 

in, * At the lore of love if thou wilt learn. — * Take there an 
A, B, C— 3 Be kindy courteous, and fair of aspect or feature.-*- 
4Wite, hardy, and free. — s See that no danger daunt thee. — ^What- 
ever sorrow in secret thou sufierest — "^ Exert thyself with pains 
to thy utmost power. — ^ gg patient and privy. 

IV. • > Robene answered her agafai.*— ^I wot not what is love. — 
> But I (ha;ve) wonder, certainly.^-t What makes thee thus me- 
lancholy. 
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The weddir is fair^ and I am fane^. 
My scheip gois haill aboif ^, 
An we wald play us in this plane ^ 
They wald us baith reproif*. 

V. 

She, Robene take tent unto my tale^ 
And wirk all as I reid*, 
And thow sail half my hairt all haile' 
£ik and my maidenheid. 
Sen God sendis bute for baill^ 
And for murning remeid*, 
I dem with th^, but gif I daill^ 
Doubtless I am bot deid^. 

He, Makyne, to morne this ilka tyde^ 
And ye will meit me heir*; 
Perad venture my scheip may gang besyde'^ 
Quhill we haif liggit full neir^, 

5 The weather is fair, and I am glad.— ^ My sheep go healthful 
above (or id the uplands). — 7 If we should plaj in this plain.-*- 
® They would reprove us both. 

V. * Robene, take heed unto my tale.— ^ And do all as I ad( 
vlse.-'-^ And thou shalt have my heart entirely. — 4 Suice God 
seods good for evil. — 5 And for mourning consolation.^^ I am 
DOW in secret with thee, but if I separate.—? Doubtless I shall 
die (broken hearted). 

VI. >Makyne, to-morrow tliis very time.^^ If ye will meet me 
beve. — * Perhaps my shoep may go wide.—* Uxitil we have laiq 
near. 
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Bot maagre haif I, an I byde, 
Fra they begin to steir, 
Quhat lyis on hairt I will nocht hyd, 
Makjne then mak gud cheir. 

VII. 

She. Robene thou reivis me roif* and restS 

I luve but the allone% 
He. Mak3me adew ! the sone gois west^. 

The day is neirhand gone^. 
She, Robene^ in dule I am so drest^. 

That luve will be my bone^. 
He» Ga luve, Makyne, quhair evir thou list 7, 

For leman I lue none K 

VIII. 

She. Robene, I stand in sic a style %- 

I sichty and that full sair^ 
He, Makyne^ I haif bene heir this quhile^. 

At hame God gif I wair^. 

Vn. » Robene, thou robbest my qmet and rest. — « I love but 
th^e alone.— J Makyne, adieu, the sun goes west. — * The day is 
nearly gone.— ^ Robene, in sorrow I am so beset — ^ That love 
will be my bane. — f Go love, Makyne, where thou wilt. — ^ For 
sweetheart I love none. 

VIII. > Robene, I am in such a state. — « I sigh, and that full 
sore.— 3 Makyne, I have been here some time. — * At home God 
grant I were. 

I 

* Pinkerton absurdly makes this word roiss; it is roif in the 
Bannatyne MS. 
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She» My hinny Robeae, talk ane quhyle^; 

Gif thou wilt do na mair^ 
He, Makyne> sum uther man begyle^ ; 

For hamewart I will fair^. 

IX. 

Robene on his wayis went ^9 
As licht as leif of tre* 2 
Makyne murnit in her intent^> 
And trow'd him nevir to sd*. 
Robene brayd attour the bent^ 
Than Makyne cry it on hie®, 
Now ma thow sing, for I am schcnt^, 
Quhat alis lufe with me^. 

X. 

Makyne went hame withouttin faill ^ 
Full werry aftir couth weipS 
Than Robene in a full fair daill,^ 
Assemblit all his scheip. 

S My sweet Robene, talk a while. — ^^ If thou wilt do no more.— 
7 Makyne, some other man beguile. — ^ For homeward I will fare. 

IX. * Robene on his way went. — » As light as leaf of tree. — 
s Makyne mourned in her thoughts.-*-* And thought him never to 
see.— 5 Robene went over the hill. — ^jhen Makyne cryed on high. 
— 7 Now you may sing, I am destroyed. — ^ What ails, love, with me ? 

X. ^ Makyne went home without fail.^>* Fullt after she would 
weep. 

« The lines ** Than Robene in a full fair daill," may either 
mean that he assembled his sheep in a fair fall number, or in a 
£ur piece of low ground ; the former is the most probable meaning. 

■f* The word wcrry I am unable to explain. 

VOL. I. • G 
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Be that sum parte of Makyne's aiP, 
Ourthrow his hairt cowd creipS 
He followit hir fast thair till assaill^ 
And till hir tuke gude keep^ 

XI. 

He, Abyd, abyd, thoR fair Makyne^ 
A word for ony thing*; 
For all tny luve it shall be thine ^ 
Withouttin departing^ 
All thy hairt for till have myne^ 
Is all my cuvatihg^, 

My scheip, to morne^ quhyle homis njme^ 
Will need of no kepitfg^. 

XII. 

For of my pane thow made it play>. 
And all in vain I spends* 
As thow hes done, sa sail I say% 
Mume on, I think to mend^. 

3 By that (time) some of Makyne's sorrow.-— ^ Crept through 
his heart.*-5 He followed fast to lay hold of her. — ^ Axtd held good 
watch of her. 

XI. * Abide, abide, thou fair Makyne.— ^ A word for any 
tbmg's (sake). — 3 For all my love shall be thine. — 4 Without de- 
parting. — 5 To have thy heart all mine.—* Is all that I covet — 
7 My sheep, to-morrow, till nine.-*^ Will need no keeping.' 

XII. * For you made game of my pain. — « I shall say like you. 
—3 Mourn on, I think to do better (than be in love). 

^ Sptndt if it be not a corruption of the text, is apparently the 
imperfect of a verb ; but I cannot find in any glossaiy, or even In 
Dr. Jamieson's Scottish Dictionary, the verb to which it may be 
traced so as to make sense. I suppose the meaning is ^ there 
was a time when I vainly made love to thee.** 
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XV. 

He. Makyne the howp of all my heill*. 
My hairt on thd is sett'; 
And evir mair to th^ be leill ^, 
QuhHe I may leif^ but lett^. 
Never to faill, as utheris faill ^, 
Quhat grace that evir I get^. 
She, Robene, with th^ I will not deill^, 
Adew ! for thus we mett^ 

XVI. 

Makjme went hame blythe aneuche^, 

Attoure the holtis hair'; 

Bobene murnit, and Makyne leuch% 

Scho sangy he sichit sair^. 

And so left him baith wo and wreuchS 

In dolour and in cair^« 

Kepand his hird under a heuch^, 

Amang the holtis hair^. 

XV. ■ Makyne, the hope of all my health. — ^ My heart is on 
thee setgF— 3 And (I) shall ever more be tnie to thee.-^ While I 
aiay live, without ceasing. — 5 Never to fail as others fail. — ^ What^ 
ever favour I obtain. — 'J Robene, with the« I will not deal.-*BAdieu ! 
ibr thus we met. 

XVI. * Makyne went home blythe enough. — « Over the hoary 
woodlands*. — 3 Robene mourned, and Makyne laughed. — 4 She 
taog, he sighed sore. — 5 And so lefb him woeful and overcome. — 
^In dolour and care. — ^7 Keeping his herd under a cliiT — ^ Among 
the hoary hillocks f. 

* Vide Jamieson's Dictionary, voc. hair. 
f The words hoUis kair have been differently explained. 
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WILLIAM DUNBAIL 

1465—1520. 



The little that is known of Dunbar has been gleaned 
from the complaints in his own poetry, and front 
the abuse of his contemporary Kennedy, which is 
chiefly directed against his poverty. From the 
colophon of one of his poems, dated at Oxford, it 
has been suggested, as a conjecture, that he studied 
at that university. By his own account he travelled 
through France and England as a noviciate of the 
£ranciscan order ; and, in that capacity, confesses 
that he was guilty of sins> probably professional 
frauds, from the stain of which the holy watei 
eould not cleanse him. On his return to Scotland 
he commemorated the nuptials of James IV. with 
Margaret Tudor, in his poem of the Thistle and 
Rose, but we find that James turned a deaf ear to 
his remonstrances for a benefice^ and that the queen 
exerted her influence in his behalf ine^ctually. 
Yet, from the verses on his dancing in the queen's 
chamber, it appears that he was received at court 
on familiar terms. 



n 
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THE DAUNCE OF THE SEVEN DEADLY SINS 
TEmOUGH HELL. 



Of Februar the fiftene nycht>, 
Richt lang befoir the dayis licht% 

I lay intill' a trance j 
And then I saw baith* Hevin and Hell ; 
Methocht amang the fiendis ^ fell, 

Mahoun gart cry ane dance ^. 
Of shrewis that were never shrevin^, 
Against the feast of Fasternis evin^, 

To mak their observance®: 
He bad gallands ga graith a gyis ^^^ 
And cast up gamountis in the skies ", 

The last came out of France. 

IL 

Let's see, quoth he, now quha begins % 
With that the fowU sevin deidly sins^ 

1 > The fifteenth night— « Before the day light.— 3 I lay in a 
trance. — * And then I saw both heaven and hell. — 5 Methought 
among the fell fiends.^^ The devil made proclaim a dance.—* 
7 Of sinners that were never shrivei^ — * Against the feast of 
Fastem's even. — 9 To make their observance. — ^^ He bade (lus) 
gallants go prepare a masque.— ^^ And cast ap dances in the skies. 

IL • Let's see, quoth he, now who begins.—" With that the 
fool seven -deadly «ns. 
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Begowth to leip at anis^. 
And first of all in dance was Frjd, 
With hair wyPd bak, bonet on sideS 

Like to mak vabtie wainis^ 3 
And round about him, as a quheill^. 
Hang all in rumpilis to the heill^. 

His kethat for the nanis^. 
Mony proud trompour with him trippit^ 
Throw skaldan fyre ay as they skippit*®, 

They girnd with hyddous granis "• 

HI. 

Heillie harlottis in hawtane wyis^. 
Come in with mony sindrie gyis^, 

Bot yet leuch never Mah6un% 
Quhill priestis cum with bair schevm nekks^. 
Then all the feynds lewche and made gekks^^ 

Black-Belly and Bawsy-Brown^ 

IV. 

Then Ire cam in with sturt and strife S 
His hand was ay upon his knyfe, 

3 Began to leap at once. — 4 With hair combed back (and) bonnet 
to one side. — s Likely to make wasteful wants.— ^ like a wheel— 
7 Hung all in rumples to the heel. — ^ His cassock for the nonce.— 
9 Many a proud impostor with him tripped. — >o Throngh scalding 
fire as they skipt.—- >* They grinned with hideons groans. 

in. ' Holy harlots in haughty guiscr-^ Came in with many 
mlndry masks.— 3 But yet Satan never laughed.— 4 While priests 
came with their bare shaven necks.— 5 Then all the fiends laughed 
and made ngns of deriaon.—- ^ Names of fiends* 

IV. > Then Ire came with trouble and strue. 
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He brandeist lyk a beir ; 
Bostaris, braggaris, aud burganeris^ 
After him passit into pairiB^, 

All bodin ia feir of weir^ 
In jakkis stryppis and bonnettis of steiP, 
Thair leggis were chenyiet to the heill^^ 

Frawart was thair affeir?. 
Sum upon uder with brands beft% 
Some jaggit uthers to the heft^ 

With knyves that scherp coud scheir*°. 

V. 

Next in the dance foUowit Invy ^, 
Fild full of feid and fellonyS 

Hid malice and dispyte. 
For privy haterit that tratour trymlet' ; 
Him foUowit mony freik dissymlit^ 

With fenyiet wordis quhyte*. 
And flattereris into menis faces ^, 
And backbyteris of sundry races ^ 



^ Boasters, braggarts, aud bailies.— 3 After him passed in pairs.^- 
< AU arrayed in feature of war. — s In ooati of anaoor and bonnets 
of steel.— ^ Their legs were chuned to the heeL— (Probodly it 
meant ewered with iron net-work.), — ? Froward was their aspect— 
* Some struck upon others with brands. — 9 Some stuck others to 
the hfit — ^ With knives that sharply could mangle. 

V. 1 Followed Envy .— « Filled full of quarrel and felony.^3 For 
privy hatred that traitor trembled.— 4 Him followed many a dis- 
sembling renegado.-*-^ With feigned words fair or white — ^ And 
4atteiers to men's Usees. — 7 And backbiters of sundry racet. 
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To ley that had delyte®. 
With rownaris of false leslngls' ; 
Allace, that courtis of noble kingis^® 

Of thame can nevir be- quy te ' K 

VI. 

Next him in dance cam Cuvatyce ^, 
Rute of all evill and grund of vyceS 

That nevir cowd be content, 
Catyvis, wrechis, and ockeraris% 
Hud-pykis, hurdars, and gadderarisS 

All with that warlo went^ 
Out of thair throttis they shot on udder^* 
Het moltin gold^ methocht, a fudder% 

As fyre flaucht maist fervdnt^; 
Ay as they tumit thame of schot% 
Feynds fild them well up to the thrott 

With gold of all kind prent *°. 

VII. 

Syne Sweiraess at the second bidding' 
Com lyk a sow out of a midding^ 

* To lie that had detight — 9 With spreaders of false lies.-— >« Alas 
that courts of noble kings. — " Of them can never be rid. 

VI* ^ CovetoQsness. — ' Root of all evil and ground. of vi^e.—- 
3 CatlTCSy wretchesf and usurers.— < Misers, hoarders, aodgathar- 
ers.— 5 AH with that worldling went.-^^ Out of their throats thej 
shot on (each) other.-»7 Hot molten gold, methought, a vast quan- 
tity.—-* like fire flakes most fervid.— 9 Aj as they emptied them- 
selves of shot.—-** With gold of all kind of coin. 

Vn. 1 Then Sloth at a second bidding.— » Came fike a sow from 
aduDghiU. 
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Full slepy wes his grunyie'. 
Mony sweir bumbard belly-huddroun^, 
Mony slute daw and slepy duddroun^ 

Him servit ay w^th sounyie^. 
He drew thame furth in till a chenyie^. 
And Belial with a brydill rennyie^. 

Ever lascht thame on the lunyie^ 
In dance they war so slaw of feit^^ 
They gaif them in the fyre a heit**, 

And maid theme quicker of counyie ^K 

vni. 

Than Lichery, that lathly corss % 
Berand lyk a bagit horse % 

And Idleness did him leid^ 
Thair wes with him an ugly sort^ 
And mony stinkand fowll trambrt. 

That had in sin bene deid^. 

Quhen they wer enterit in the daunce^, 

Thay wer full strange of countenance, 

Lyk Turkas burnand reid^. 
******** 

3 Full sleepy was his grunt.—* Many a Ia«y glutton.— 5 Many 
a drowsy sleepy sluggard. — ^ Him served with care. — "J He drew 
them forth in a chain. — ^ And Belial with a bridle rein.-^9 Ever 
lashed them on tlie back.— *<^ In dance they were so slow of feet, 
>-^i They gave them in the fire a heat. — >^ And made them 
quicker of apprehension. 

VXII. ^ Then Lechery, that loathsome body. — ^ Rearing fike 
a stallioD.-^ And Idleness did him lead.— * There was with him 
an ugly sort. — & That had been dead in sin.— ^ When they were 
entered in the dance.— 7 Uke pincers burning red^ 
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IX. 

Than the fowll moDstir Gluttenj, 
Of wame uosasiable and gredy % 

To dance sjn did him dress^; 
Him followit mony a fowll drunckh^' 
With can and coUep^ cop and quarts 

In surfeit and excess* 
Full mony a waistless wally drag^ 
With waimis unwieldable did furth drag^ 

In creuch that did incress^ ; 
Dr3mk, ay they cryit, with mony a gaip, 
The fejmds gaif thame het leid to laip^. 

Their lovery wes na less^. 

X. 

Na menstrals plajrit to thame but dowt^ 
For gUmen thair wer haldin out% 

By day and eke by nicht^ 
Except a menstrall that slew a man^ 5 
Sa till his heretage he wan^ 

And enterit by brief of richt^ 

IX. > Of womb insatiable and greedy. — ^ To dance then ad- 
dressed himself. — 3 Him followed many a foal drunkard.— 4 Dif- 
ferent names of drinking vessels. — s Fall many a wasteless sot. — 
* With bellies unwieldable did drag forth.— 7 In grease that did 
increase.*-^^ The fiends gave them hot lead to lap.— 9 Thdr love 
of drinking was not the less. 

X. 1 No minstrels without doubt. — ^ For gleemen there were 
kept out. — 3 By day and by night — 4 Except a minstrel that slew 
a man,,— 5 So till he won his inheritance.— >^ And entered by letter 
of right. 
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Xll. 

Than cryd Mahoun for a heleand padjane S 
Syn ran a feynd to fetch Mac Fadyane', 

Far nor thwart in a nuke% 
Be he the Correnoth had done schout^, 
£rsche-men so gadderit him about ^ 

In hell grit rume they tuke : 
Thae termegantis, with tag and tatter^ 
Full lowd in Ersche begowd to clatter, 

And rowp like revin and ruke^. 
The devil sa devit was with thair ye]l% 
That in the depest pot of hell 

He smurit thame with smuke^ 

Xn. 1 Then cried Satan for a highland pageant — ^ The name 
of some highland laird. — 3 Far northward in a nook. — 4 By the 
time that he had raised the Correnoth or cry of help^ — s High- 
landers 80 gathered abont him. — ^ And croaked like ravens and 
rooks. — f The devil was so deafened with their yell. — ^ He 
smothered them with smoke. 



SIR DAVID LYNDSAY. 

BOBN 1490. 



David Lyndsay, according to the conjecture of 
his latest editor ^, was born in 1490. He was educated 
at St. Andrew's, and leaving that university, pro- 
bably about the age of nineteen, became the page 
and companion of James V., during the prince's 
childhood, not his tutor, as has been sometimes 
inaccurately stated. . When the young king burst 
from the faction which had oppressed himself and 
his people, Lyndsay published his Dream, a poem 
on the miseries which Scotland had suffered during 
the minority. In 15S0, the king appointed him 
Lyon at Arms, and a grant of knighthood, as usual^ 
accompanied the office. In that capacity he went 
several times abroad, and was one of those who were 
sent to demand a princess of the imperial line for the 
Scottish sovereign. James having however changed 
his mind to a connexion with France, aiid having at 
length fixed his choice on the Princess Magdelene^ 
Lyndsay was sent to attend upon her to Scotland ; 
but her death happening, six weeks after her arrival^ 
occasioned another poem from our author, entitled 

*■ Mr. G. Cliiilmers. 
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the ** Deploracion." On the arrival of Mary of Guise, 
to supply her place, he superintended the ceremony 
of her triumphant entry into Edinburgh ; and, blend- 
ing the fancy of a poet with the godliness of a re« 
former, he so constructed the pageant, that a lady 
like an angel, who came out of an artificial cloud, 
exhorted hex. majesty to serve God, obey her hus- 
band, and keep her body pure, according to God's 
commandments. 

On the 14th of December 1 542, Ljmdsay witnessed 
the decease of James V,, at his palace of Falkland, 
after a connexion between them, which had 8ub« 
sisted since the earliest days of the prince. If the 
death of James (as some of his biographers have 
asserted) occasioned our poet's banishment from 
court, it is certain that his retirement was not of 
long continuance; since he was sent, in 1543, by 
the Regent of Scotland, as Lyon King, to the Em- 
peror of Germany. Before this period, the princi- 
ples of the reformed religion had begun to take a 
general' root in the minds of his countrymen ; and 
Lyndsay, who had already written a drama in the 
style of the old moralities, with a view to ridicule 
the corruptions of the Popish clergy, returned from 
the continent to devote his pen and his personal in- 
fluence to the cause of the new faith. In the parlia- 
ments which met at Edinburgh and Linlithgow, in 
15 44 "1 5 and 46, he represented the county of 
Coupar in Fife -, and in 1547, ^^ ^ recorded among 
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the champions of the reformation, who counselled 
the ordination of John E^nox. 

The death of Cardinal Beaton drew from him a 
poem on the subject, entitled, a Tragedy, (the term 
tragedy was not then confined to the drama) in 
which he has been charged with drawing togedier 
all the worst things thai could be said of ^Ant mtir* 
deted prdate. It is incumbent, however, on those 
who blame him for so doing, to prove that those 
worst things were not atrocious. Beaton's principal 
failing was a disposition to bum with fire those who 
opposed his ambition, or who differed from hia 
creed ; and, if Lyndsay was malignant in exposing 
one tyrant, what a libeller must Tacitus be ac«^ 
counted ? 

His last embassy was to Denmark, in order to 
negotiate for a free trade with Scotland, and to so* 
licit ships to protect the Scottish coasts against the 
English. It was not till after returning from this 
business that he published Squyre Meldrum, the 
last, and the liveliest of his works. The time of 
his death is uncertain. 
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DESCRIFnON OF SQUYRE MELDRUM. 



He was bot' twintie yeiris^ of age> 
Quhen^ he began his vassalage: 
Proportionat weill, of mid statiire : 
Feirie^ and wicht^ and micht endure 
Ovirset^ with travell both nicht and day^ 
Richt bardie baith in emist and play : 
Blyith in countenance, richt fair of face. 
And stude^ weill ay in his ladies grace : 
For he was wondir amiabill. 
And in all deidis honourabill ; 
And ay his honour did advance, 
In Ingland first and syne^ in France ; 
And thare his manheid did assail 
Under the kingis greit admiraU, 
Quhen the greit navy of Scotland 
Passit to the sea againis Ingland. 

His Gallantry to an Irish Damsel. 

And as.thay passit be Ireland coist^ 
The admirall gart land his oist'^; 
And set Craigfergus into fyre. 
And saifit nouther barne nor byre ^^ : 

» But.—* Years. — 3 When. — * Coorageous. — 5 ActiTe. — ^ Could 
endure excessive fatigue. — ^ Stood.— ^ Then.<— ^ Coast.— >« Hoet, 
army.—" Cowhouse. 
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It was greit pitle for to heirS 
Of the pepill* the bail-full chelr ; 
And how the landfolk were spulyeit^, 
Fair women under fute were fuilyeit*. 

But this young Squyer bauld and wicbt 
Savit all women quhair^ he micht^ 
All priestis and freyeris he did save ; 
Till at the last he did persave^ 
Behind ane gardin amiabilP, 
Ane woman's voce^ richt lamentabHl -, 
And on that voce he foUowit fast. 
Till he did see her at the last, 
Spuilyeit^, nakit**^ as scho" was bom; 
Twa men of weir ** were hir beforne ^^ 
Quhilk ^^ were richt cruel men and kene,- 
Partand ^^ the spuilyie thame between. 
Ane fairer womim nor sho wes *^ 
He had not sene in ohie ^^ place. 
Befoir ^^ him on hir kneis scho feU, 
Sayand, « for him that heryeit'^ hell. 
Help me sweit sir, I am ane maid ;'' 
Than softlie to the men he said, 
I pray yow give againe hir sark*°. 
And tak to yow all uther wark. 

» Hear.— J» People.— 3 Spoilt — i Abused.— 5 Where.— « Per- 
ceWe. -7 Beautiful— 8 Voice.— « Spoiled.— w Naked.—" She.— 
w War.— »» Before.— »4 Who.— »5 Partuig.-»6Than she was.— 
»7 Any.— 18 before. — ^9 Means for him, viz, Christ, who con^aeied 
or plundered hell.— •«> Shift. 
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Hir kirtill was of scarlot reid *, 
Of gold ane garland of hir heid, - 
Decorit* with enameyline : 
Belt and brochis of silver fyne. 
Of yellow taftais^ wes hir sark, 
Begaryit all with browderit wark, 
Richt craftilie with gold and silk. 
Than, said the ladie, quhyte^ as milk. 
Except my sark nothing I crave^ . 
Let thame gQ hence with all the lave. 
Quod they to hir be Janet Fillane 
Of this ye get nathing agane. 
Than, said the squyer courteslie, 
Gude friendis I pray yoii hartfullie, 
Gif ye be worthie men of weir, 
Restoir,^ to hir agane hir geir; 
Or be greit God that all has wrocht^ 
That spuilyie sail be full dere bocht^. 
Quod^ they, to him we th6 defy. 
And dfew their, swordis h^isdly. 
And straik at him with.sa greit ire. 
That from his harness flew the fyre: 
With ,dunti^^ sa derfly ^° on him dang ^^, " 
Th^t he was never in sic ane thrang^*.: 
Bot he him nianfullie defendity 
And with ane bolt on thame he bendit, 

' Red. — » Adorned. — 3 Mr. Chalmers omits explaining this 
MTord in his glossary to Lyndsay. — * White. — 5 Restore. — 
* Wrought.r— ' Bought,—^ Quoth. — 9 Strokes.— >• Strongly. — 
" Drove.-— '^ Throng, trouble. .:..... 
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And when he bow thay wer baith slane. 

He to that ladie past agane i 

QuharjB scha stude nakk on* the beat '^ 

And said, tai: your abukeinent^ 

And scho him t&ankit full htimiHie^ 

And put hb claidinl on speedilie. 

Than kissit be that ladle fiur. 

And tuik ' his^ kif of hir but mm\ 

Be that the tabume and tvunopet blew, 

And evevy man to sbipbord Acew* 
* * • * « « * ^ 

Meldrwn** Dud toith the English Chanson 

Talbart , 



• • » 



Then clariounff and tnm^ti blew, 
And weirioura* matty hsiftiev drew ; 
On eviry side come'^moay man 
To behald wfaa the bflttel> waa. 
The field was in the noeado^r greex^ 
Quhare everie man miebl well be seen : 
The beraldis put tham sa m order. 
That na man past wil^in the border, 
Nor pgreissifi7 to com witiiin' the green, 
Bot heraldis and the campiouns keen ; 
The order and the cireumstance 
Wer lang to put in remembrance* 

* Grass, or field.—* Dress, cltwtbmg. — » Took his ieare.* 
« Without more ado.->5 Warriors.—^ Came,—'' Pres^'d. 



Quhen thtr Iwa nMU men of weif 
Wer Weill accofinterit in thttf getr^ 
And in thoir handis strdilg bttf doufiis V 
Than trtimpettid blew and clarioonk^ 
And heraMid ctfit hie on hieht. 
Now let thdifl^i go — God shstw^ the rkht 
Than truoipettis blew triumphantly^ 
And thay twa ^ampionns eagerlio. 
They spurtit their hors with «^t on breist. 
Pertly to prief * their pith they pr«ist^. 
That! rewnd rmk-room^ was at utterance^ 
fiot Talbart's honrs with ane misc^hance 
He oatterit^ and to tun was laltb^ ; 
Quharof Tafoart Wte Wonder Wfaith*. 
The Squyer funh hu^ rhxk^ he ran, 
^ Commendit weDI with efvefy Mam, 
And him disehntget of his t^p^ 
Honestlie, like ane man erf weif. 
The trenchour *° of the Squyreis spejr 
-Stak still into Sir f albart's geir ; 
Than everie man into that steid *^ 
TM all belevo that he was dede. 
Th« Squyer lap #icht haistillie 
FrbM hi6 eoursour ^^ delir^rlle^ 
And to Sir Talbart niade dttppon, 
AM humillie >^ ^d hititt eomfortr 

> Spears. — ^ Shew. — s Prove. — 4 Tried. — 5 Coatse-roora. — 
* Swerved from the coarse^— ^ Loth. — *Wro|h.-»-» Goxifso, — 
M Head of the spotr. — '^ la that sitoatioo. — *« Cenfser. — 
»» Humbly. 
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When Talbart saw intd his sd^ield 
Ane otter in ane silver field. 
This race, said he, I sair may rew. 
For I see weill my dreame was true ; 
Methocht yon otter gart^ me bleid. 
And buir^ roe backwart from my sted ; 
But heir I vow to God soverane. 
That I sail never just ^ agane. 
And sweitlie to the Squiyre said. 
Thou knawis^ the cunning^ that we made^ 
Quhilk^ of us twa suld tyne^ the field, 
He suld baith hors and armour yield * 
Till him^ that wan, quhairfore I will 
My hors and harness geve th6 tilL 
Then said the Squyer, courtepuslie. 
Brother, I thank you hkrtfullie ; 
Of you, forsooth, nothing I crave. 
For I have gotten that I would have. 

Squyre Meldrum^ after manyjordgn ExploitSy comes 
Home and has thejbllomng Love-adventure. 

Out throw the land then sprang the fame. 
That Squyer Meldrum was come hame* 
Quhen they heard tell how he debaitit*. 
With every man he was sa treitet *®, 
That quhen he travellit throw the Und, ' 
Theybankettit^^ him fra hand to hand 

»^ Made. — » Bore. — 3 Joust. — 4 Thon knowest. — 5 Agreement 
or understandiiig«— ^ WhicU, — f Lose. — ^ To him. — 9 Fought — 
** £ii(ertuned.-->i Feasted. 
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With greit solace, till, at the last, 
Out throw Stratheriie the Squyer past. 
And as it did approach the nicht, 
Of ane castell he gat ane sicht. 
Beside ane montane in ane vale, 
And then eflir his greit travaill ^ 
He purposit him to repoise^ 
Q^are ilk man did of him rejois. 
Of this triumphant pleasand place 
Ane lustie lady' was maistr6s, 
Quhais^ lord was dead schort time befoir, 
Quhairthrow her dolour wes the moir : 
Bot yit scho tuik some comforting, 
To heir the plesant dulce talking 
Of this young Squiyer, of his chance, 
And how it fortunit him in France. 
This Squyer and the ladie gent* 
Did wesche, and then to supper went : 
During that nicht there wes nocht ellis^ 
But for to heir of his novellis^. 
£n6as, quhen he fled from Troy, 
Did not Queue Dido greiter joy : 
The wonderis that he did rehers. 
Were langsum for to put in vers, 
Of quhilk this lady did rejois : 
They drank and sjme^ went to repois. 
He found his chalmer^ well arrayit 
With dornik ^^ work on bol*d display it : 

* Toil. — » Repose.— 3 Handsome, pleasant-''-^ Whose. — 5 Neat, 
pretty.— 8 Ebc.— 7 News*— •» Then.— 9 Chliniber.— 1« Napcry. 
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Of venison be hjid bis waill ^ 
Gude aquavitae, wyne, and aill^ 
With nobill confeittis, brai), and geill^ 
And swa the 8quyer fuir? ripht weiU* 
Sa to heir mair of his narration. 
The ladie cam to his collatioQ^ 
Sayand he was richt welcum hame. 
Grand-mercie, then, quod he, Mada^ie ! 
They past the time with chea and t^billy 
For he to everie game was abill. 
Than unto bed drew everie wiebt 5 
To chalmer went this ladie bricht ; 
The quilk this Squyer did conyoy, 
Syne till his bed be went with joy. 
That nichi he sleepit* never ane wink. 
But still did on the ladid think. 
Cupido, with his fyrie dart. 
Did piejrs him sa throwout the bftrt, 
Sa aU that nicht he did but viurnit-*-* 
Sum t}'ine sat up, and sum tyme turqifr*— 
Sichand^, with mony gant ao4 grane. 
To fair Venus makand his mane, 
Sayand^, fair ladie, what may this m^n^ 
I was ane free man lait^ yestreen, 
And now ane captive bound and thrall 
For ane tliat I think flowr of all, 
I pray God sen scho knew my myndy 
How for hir saik I am sa pynd: 

' Qioicc-J Jelly..^ Farc^.— ^ Slept.^^ Sighiag— « B»y'mg. 

— 7Liitp, 
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Wald God I had been jk in France, 
Or I had hapnit «ic mischmoe ; 
To be subject or servkure 
Till ane quhilk takes of me na cure. 
This ladle ludgit^ nearhaad by, 
And hard the Squyer prirelj. 
With dreidful hart makand his mane. 
With monie carefiii gant and grane* ; 
Hir hart fulfillit with pitie, 
Thocht scho wald half of him mercie, 
And said, howbeit I suld be slane. 
He sail have iafe for lufe agayne : 
Wald God I micht, wiUi my honour, 
Have him to be my paramour* 
TMs was the mirrle tyme of May, 
Quhen this fair ladie, freshe and gay. 
Start up to take the hailsum^ air. 
With pantouns^ on hir feit ane pair, 
Airlie into ane cleir morning, 
Befoir fair Phoebus* uprysing : 
Kirtill alone, withoutin clok. 
And sa the Squyers door unlok. 
She slippit in or evir he wist, 
And feynitlie^ past till ane kist, 
And with hir keys oppenit the lokkis. 
And made^ hir to take furtli ane boxe, 
Bot that was not hir errand thare : 
With that this lustie young Squyar 

» Lodged. — ^ Groan.—' Wholesome. — 4 Slippers.— 5 Feign- 
ingly.—* Pretended. 
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Saw this ladie m> pleasandie 

Com to hit chalmer quyetlie. 

In kirtOl of f^ne damais browDy 

Hir golden tresses hingand* doirn ; 

Hir pappis were hard, round, and quhyte^ 

Qohome to behold was greit deleit ; 

Lyke the quhyte lillie was her lyre^; 

Hir hair wes like the reid gold weir.; 

Hir scharckis quhyte, withouten hois^, 

Quhareat the Squyar did rejois. 

And said, then, now vailye quod vailye% 

Upon the ladie thow mak ane sailye. 

Hir courtlyke kirtill was unlaist. 

And sone into his armis hir braist. 
«««♦**** 

1 Hangbg. — * Throat — ' Hose, stockings.—^ Happen what 
may. 



SIR THOMAS WYATT, 

''CIailed the elder, to distinguish him from his son, 
%ho suffered in the reign of Q. Mary, was horn at 
Allington Castle, in Kent, in 15039 and was educated 
at Cambridge. He married early in life, and was 
'Still earlier distinguished at the court of Henry YIII. 
'with whom his interest and favour were so ^reat as 
to be proverbial. His person was majestic and 
beautiful, his visage (according to Surrey's intere^t^ 
ing description), was ^* stem and mild :" he sung 
and played the lute with remarkable sweetness, 
spoke foreign languages with grace and fluency, 
and possessed an inexhaustible fund of wit. At 
the death of Wolsey he could not be more than 19 ; 
-yet he is said to have contributed to that minister's 
downfall by a humorous story, and to have pro- 
moted the reformation by a seasonable jest. At 
the coronation of Anne Boleyn he officiated for his 
father as ewerer, and possibly witnessed the cere- 
mony not with the most festive emotions, as there 
is reason to suspect that he was secretly attached to 
the royal bride. When the tragic end of that prin- 
cess was approaching, one of the calunmies circu- 
lated against her was, that Sir Thomas Wyatt had 
confessed having had an illicit intimacy with her. 
The scandal was certainly false ; but that it arose 
irom a tender partiality really believed to exist be- 
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tween them, seems to be no OYefstrained conjediire. 
His poetical mistress's name is Amia : and in one of 
his sonnels he oonplains of being obliged to desist 
from the pnrsoit of a beloved object, on account of 
its being the king's. The perusal of his poetiy mm 
one of the unfortunate queen's last consolations in 
prison* A tradition of Wyatt's aUtachinent to her 
was long preserved in his iamily* She retained his 
sister to the lasi about her person ; and, as she was 
about to lay her head on the block, gave her weep 
ing attendant a small prayer-book, as a token of ra- 
m^nbrance, with a smile of which the 8weetne« 
was not effiiced by the horrors of approaching 
death. Wyatt's fkvour at court, however, continue^ 
undiminished; and notwithstandiog a quarrel with 
the Duke of Suffolk, which occasioued his being 
committed to the Tower, he was, immediately on 
his liberation, appointed to a command under the 
Duke of Norfolk, in the army that was to act against 
the rebels. He was also knighted, and, in the &lr 
lowing year, made high sheriff of Kent. 

When the Emperor Charles the Fifth, after the 
death of Anne Boleyn, apparently forgetting the dis- 
grace of his aunt in the sacrifice of her successor, 
shewed a more conciliatory disposition towards Eng- 
land, Wyatt was, in 1537, selected to go as ambassar 
dor to the Spanish court. His situation there wa^ 
rendered exceedingly difficult, by the mutual insin- 
cerity of the negotiating powers, and by his religtou, 
which exposed hi^i to prejudice, and ev^n at 09e 
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time to danger from the Inquisition. He hjid to 
inyest Henry *s bullying remonstrances with the 
graces of moderate diplomacy, and to keep terms 
with a bigotted court while he questioned the Pope's 
Hupremacy. In spite of those obstacles^ the dignity 
and disoenmient of Wyatt.gave him such weight in 
negotiation, that he succeeded inexptlling from 
8pain his niaster*s most dreaded enemy, Cardinal 
Pole, who was so ill received at Madrid that the 
haughty legate quitted it with indignation. The 
records of his different embassies exhibit wot odiy 
penional activity in following the Emperor Charles 
to his most important interviews with Frsmeis, but 
sagacity in foreseeing consequences, and in giving 
advice to his own sovereign* Neither the dark 
policy, nor the immove^le countenance of Chades, 
eluded his penetration. When the Emperor, on tho 
death of Lady Jane Seymour^ offered the King of 
England the Duchess of Milan in marriage^ Henry's 
avidity caught at the oflfer of her Duchy, and Hejrnes 
and Bonner were sent out to Spaih as special eommis^ 
sioners on the business ; but it fell off, as Wyatt had 
fwedicted, from the Spanish monarch's insincerity. 
Bonner, who had done no good to the English misi^ 
sion, and who had felt himself lowered at the Spanish 
court by the superior ascendancy of WjFatt, on his 
return home sought to indemnify himself for the 
mortification, by calumniating his late coUeague. 
In order to answer those calumnies, Wyatt wis 
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obliged to obtain his recal from Spain; and Bonner's 
diargeSy on being investigated, fell to the ground. 
But the Emperor's journey tlirough France having 
raised another crisis of expectation, Wyatt was sent 
out once more to watch the motions of Charles, and 
to fathom his designs. ' At Blois he had an inter- 
▼iew with Francis, and another with the Emperor, 
whose friendship for the king of France he pro- 
nounced, from all that he observed, to be insincere. 
^* He is. constrained (said the English ambassador) 
to come to a shew of friendship, meaning to make 
kim a mockery when he has done." When events 
are made fiuniliar to us by history, we are perhaps 
diqiosed' to undervalue the wisdom that foretold 
them ; but thus much is clear, that if Charles's rival 
had been as wise as Sir Thomas Wyatt, the Em- 
peror would not have made a mockery of Francis. 
Wyati*s advice to bis own sovereign at this period, 
was to support the Duke of Cleves, and to ingratiate 
himself with the German protestant princes. His 
weal was praised ; but the advice, though sanctioned 
by Cromwell, was not followed by Henry. Warned 
probably, at last, of the approaching downfal of 
Cromwell^ he obtained his final recal from Spain. 
On his return, Bonner had sufficient interest to get 
him committed to the Tower, where he was harshly 
treated and unfairly tried, but was neverthdess 
most lumourably acquitted ; and Henry, satisfied of 
his iniiocJNice, made him considerable donations of 
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land. Leland informs us, that about this time he 
had the command of a ship of war. The sea service 
was not then, as it i& now, a distinct profession. 

Much of his time, however, after his return to 
England, must be supposed, from his writings, to 
have been spent at his paternal seat of AUington, 
in study and rural amusements. From that pleasant 
retreat he was summoned, in the autumn of 15429 
by order of the king, to meet the Spanish ambas- 
sador, who had landed at Falmouth, and to conduct 
him from thence to London. In his zeal, to perform 
this duty he accidentally overheated himself with 
riding, and was seized, at Sherborne, with a ma- 
lignant fever, which carried him off, after a few days 
illness, in his thirty-ninth year. 



ODE. 



THE LOVER COMPLAINETH THE UNKIN0NESS OF 

HIS LOVE. 

My lute, adieu ! perform the last 
Labour that thou and I shall waste. 
And end that I have now begun ; 
For when this song is sung and past. 
My lute be still, for I have done. 
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Ait&he henrd where ear k noney 
A» kad to gratve in marble ttocie. 
My dong may pierce faer heart as soob; 
Should we then sing, or sigh, of moan, 
N09 no, my Idte ! for I hai^e done. 

The rock ddth not so cruelly 
Repulse the waves continufldly. 
As she my stdt and affection ; 
80 that I am pamt Yemedy ; 
Wlier dhy my lute mi I htYtf done. 

Pfoud of the sp^dil that thMW hast g<>t 
Ot skuple hetfi*t0^ thorough lores shot. 
By whom, unkind, tho«i bast them won ; 
Think not he hath his vow forgot. 
Although Yny lute and I have done. 

Vengeance shall fall on thy disdain, 
That mak'st but game of earnest payne. 
Trow not alone under t;he sun, 
Unquit the cause thy lovers plaine. 
Although my lute and I have done. 

May chance thee lye withred and old. 
In winter nights that are so cold, 
Playning in tain unto the moon; 
Thy wishes then dare not be told : 
Care then who list ! for I have done. 
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And then may chaunce thee to repent 
The time that thou hast lost and spent. 
To cause thy lovers sigh and swoon ; 
Then shalt thou know beauty but lent, 
And wish and want; as I have done. 

Now cease^ mj^ lute ! thk h tht last 
Labour that thou and I shaH waste, 
And ended is that I begun ; 
Now is this song both sung and past : 
My lute * be stiS, for I have done. 



FROM HMf SONGS AMO EPIGRAMS. 

A DESCRIPTION OF SUCH A ONE AS HE COULB 

IX)VE. 

A FACE that should content me wondvoua well. 
Should not be fair^ but lovely to b«h€^d 
With gladsome dbeer, all grief for %o expert 
With sober looks so would I that k sboidd 
Speak without words, such words as Done can tell ; 
The tress also should be of crisped gold. 
With wit and thde, nnght ehatuse I might be tied^ 
And kntt again the knot that should not idide. 
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OF HIS RKTUBN FROM SPAIN. 
FROM THE 8AMB. 

Tagus farewell ! that westward with thy streams 
Turns up the grams of gold already tried ; 
With spur and sail, for I go seek the ThmneSy 
Gainward the sun that sheweth her wealthy pride ; 
And to the town which Brutus sought by dreams. 
Like bended moon, doth lend her lusty side. 
My king^ my country, alone for whom I liare. 
Of mighty love for this the wings me give. 



PROM HIS ODES. 

AN SARNSST SUIT TO HIS UNKIND MISTRESS NOT 

TO FORSAKE HIM. 

And wilt thou leave me thus } 
Say say ! say nay ! for shiame ! 
To save thee from the blame 
:Of all my grief and grame. 
And wilt thou leave me thus ? 
Say nay ! say nay ! 

• 
And wilt thou leave me thus. 
That hath lov'd thee so long i 
In wealth and woe among : 
And is thy heart so strong 
As for to leave me thus ? 
Say nay! say nay ! 



8ia THOMAS WYA'IT. 1 13 

And wilt thou leave me thug ? 
That hath given thee my heart. 
Never for to depart, 
Neither for pain nor smart. 
And wilt.thou leave me thm^ 
Say nay ! say nay ! 

And wilt thou leave me Uius ? 
And have no more pity 
Of him that loveth thee ; 
Helits thy cruelty ! 
And wilt thou leave me thus ? 
Say nay ! say nay ! 



TO HIS MISTRESS. 

FoROFT not yet the tried intent 
Of such a truth as I have meant; 
My great travail so gladly spent. 
Forget not yet I 

Forget not yet when first began 
The weary life, ye know since whan. 
The suit, the service, none tell can ; 
Forget not yet 1 

Forget not.yet the great assays. 
The cruel wrong, the scornful ways, 

VOL, I, I 
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The painful patience in delays, 
Forget not yet ! 

Forget not ! — Oh ! forget not this. 
How long ago hath been^ and is 
The mind that never meant amiss, 
Forget not yet ! 

Forget not then thine own approv'd^ 
The which so long hath thee so lov'd, ' 
Whose steadfast faith yet never mov*d. 
Forget not this ! 



HB LAMENTBTH THAT H£ HAD EVER CAUSE TO 
DOUBT HIS lady's FAITH. 

Deem as ye list upon good cause, 
I may dr think of this or that ; 
But what or why myself best knows, 
Whereby I think and fear not. 
But thereunto I may well think 
The doubtful sentence of this clause ; 
I would it were not as I think ; 
I would I thought it were not. 

For if I thought it were not so, 
Though it were so, it griev'd me not ; 
Unto my thought it were as th6 
I hearkened though I hear not. 
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At that I see I cannot wink. 
Nor from my thought so let it go : 
I would it were not as I think ; 
I would I thought it were not. 

JLo ! how my thought might make me free. 

Of that perchance it needs not : 

Perchance none doubt the dread I see ; 

I shrink at dial I bear not. 

But in my heart this word thall sink. 

Until the proof may better he^; ' - 

I would it were not as I think ; 

I would I thought it were not. 

If it be not, shew no cause why 

I should so think, then care not; 

For I shall so myself apply 

To be that I appear not. 

That is, a9 one that shall not shrink 

To be your own until I die ; 

And if that be not as 1 think, ^ 

Likewise to think it is not* 
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HENRY HOWARD, 

EARL OF SURREY. 



Walpole, Ellis, and Warton, gravely inform ub 
that Lord Surrey contributed to the victory of 
Flodden, a victory which was gained before Lord 
Surrey was born. The mistakes of such writers 
may teach charity to criticism. Dr. Nott, who has 
cleared away much fable and anachronism from the 
noble poet's biography, supposes that he was bom 
in or about the year 15 16, and that he was educated 
at Cambridge, of which university he was afterwards 
elected high steward. At the early age of sixteen 
he was contracted in marriage to the Lady Frances 
Vere, daughter to John Earl of Oxford. Tlie Duke 
of Richmond was afterwards affianced to Surrey's 
sbter. ir was customary, in those times, to delay, 
frequently for years, the consummations of such ju- 
venile matches ; and the writer of Lord Surrey's 
life, already mentioned, gives reasons for supposing 
that the poet's residence at Windsor, and his inti« 
mate friendship with Richmond, so tenderly record- 
ed in his verses, took place, not in their absolute 
childhood, as has been generally imagined, but im« 
mediately after then: being contracted to their re* 
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spective brides. If this was the case, the poet'it 
allusion to 

The secret groves which oil we made resound 
Of pleasant plaint, and of our ladies love^ 

maj be charitably understood as only recording the 
aspirations of their conjugal impatience. 
, Surrey's marriage was consummated in 1535. In 
the subsequent year he sat, with his father, as Earl 
Marshal, on the trial of his kinswoman Anne Bo- 
leyn« Of the impression which that event made 
upon his mind, there is no trace to be found either 
lit -his poetry, or in tradition. His grief for the 
amiable Richmond, whom he lost soon after, is more 
satisfiictorily testified. It is about this period that 
the fiction of Nash, unfaithfully misapplied as reality 
by iinthony WoodS and from him copied, by mis- 
take, by Walpole and Warton, sends the poet on' 
his romantic tour to Italy, as the knight errant of 
the fair Geraldine. There is no proof, however, 
thi^ Surrey was ever in Italy. At the period of his 
imagined errantry his repeated appearance at the 
court of England can be ascertained ; and Geral- 
dine, if she was a daughter of the Earl of Kildare, 
was then only a child of seven years old*. 

* Nash*8 History of Jack Wilton.—* If concurring prpofs. did 
not 80 strongly point out his poetical mistress Geraldine to be 
the daughter of the Earl of Kildare, we might well suspect, from 
the date of Surrey's attachment, that the object of his praises 
noit have been tome other person. Geraldine, when he declared 
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» ' That Saqrey entertained romantic sentiinenli for 
the fair Geraldine, seems, however^ to admit oflktio 
doiibt; and that too at a period of her youth which 
makes his homage rather surprising. The fashion 
of the age sanctioned such courtships, under die 
Mberal interpretation of their being platonic. B^dfli 
Sir ]P. Sidney and the Chevalier Bayard avowed 
Attachments of this exalted nature to married ladies, 
#hose reputations were never sullied, even when tli^d 
mistress wept openly at parting from her admifi^. 
Of the nature of Surrey's attachment we may 4HXt« 
jiecture what we please, but can have no certain teat 
^ven in his verses, which might convey either mlidl 
more or much less than he felt ; and how shall wo 
search in the graves of men for the shades tM 
limits of passions that elude our living observaiioiif 
^ Towards the close of 1540 Surrey embarked ftt 
public business. A rupture iv;ith France being an* 
ticipaied, he was sent over to that kingdom^ wkb 
Lord Russel and the' Earl of Southampton, td see 
tliat every thing was in a proper state of defehce 
iirithin the English pale. He had previously beeii 

kis demotion to her, was only thirteen years of age. She was 
taken, in her diildhood, under the protection of the court, «nd 
attended the Princess Mary. At the age of fifteen she UMlVMd 
Sfar Anthony Wood, a man of sixty, and after his death accepted 
(he Earl of Dncoln. From Surrey's verses we find that she sligfatedf 
)m addresses, after having for some time encouraged them; wod 
fjrom his conduct it appears, that he hurried into war and pi^blic 
business in order to fofget her indifference. '' '''■^ 
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kniglited; and had jousted in honour of AmvB of 
Gteves, upon her marriage with Henry. Th^ com^ 
miflsion did not detain him long in France. He 
Returned to England before Christmas, having ac<* 
quitted himself entirely to the king's satisfaotionr 
Iq the next year, 1541 9 we may suppose him to bav^ 
been occupied in his literary pursuits-r-perhaps in 
hk translation of Virgil. England. was then at peace 
beth at home and abroad, and in no other subset 
quent year of Surrey's life could his active service 
have allowed him leisure. In 1542 he received ihe 
otder of the garter, and followed his father iil the 
^qpedition of that year into Scotland, where he ac^ 
quired his first military experience. Amidst these 
early distinctions it is somewhat mortifying to find 
him^ about this period, twice committed to the Fleet 
prison; on one occasion on account of a private 
quarrel, on another for eating meat in Lent, and 
for breaking the windows of the citizens of Loodon 
with stones from his cross bow. This was a strange 
misdemeanour mdeed, for a hero and a man of let* 
ters. His apology, perhaps as curious as the.&ct 
itself, turns the action only into quixotic absurdity^ 
His motive, he said, was religious. He saw the . 
citi;3ens. sunk in papal corruption of manners^ and 
lie wished to break in upon their guilty secrecy by 
a sudden chastisement, that should remind them of 
divine retribution. 

The war mth France called him into more honour- 
able activity. In the first campaign he joined die ^ 
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army under Sir J9hn Wallop, at the si^e of I^B-r 
drecy ; and in the second and larger expedition be. 
went as marshal of the army of which his fittker 
commanded the vanguard. The siege of Montrellil 
was allotted to the Duke of Norfolk and his galkal 
son ; but thejr operations were impeded by the want 
of money, ammunition, and artillery, supplies most 
proKably detained from reaching them by the in- 
fluence of the Earl of Hertford, who had long re- 
garded both Surrey and his father with a jealous 
eye. In these disastrous circumstances Surrey se* 
conded the duke's efibrts with zeal and ability. On 
•ne expedition he was out two days and two nights, 
spread destruction among the resources of the ene* 
my^ and returned to the camp with a load of supplief, 
and without the loss of a single man. In a bold 
attempt to storm the town be succeeded so far as to 
make a lodgement in one of the gates; but wit 
dangerously wounded, and owed his life to the de* 
voted bravery of his attendant Cleret who recced 
a hurt in rescuing him, of which he died a month 
after.. On the report of the Dauphin of France's 
ap^oach with 60,000 men, the English made an 
able retreat, of which Surrey conducted the move«- 
ments, as marshal of the camp. 
, He returned with his father to England, but must 
have made only a short stay at home, as we find him- 
soon after fighting a spirited action in theneighbour4> 
hood of Bonlogne, in which he chased back tlie 
French ail far as Montreuil. The following year he 
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commanded the vanguafd of the army of Boulogne, 
and finally solicited and <^tained the government 
of that ]^ace. It was then nearly defenceless; 
the breaches unrepaired, the fortifications in de* 
cay, and the enemy, with superior numbers, esta^ 
blisbed so near as to be able to command the 
harbour, and to fire upon the lower town. Under 
such disadvantages, Surrey entered on his oom« 
msind, and drew up and sent home a plan of altera^ 
tions in the works,, which was approved of by the 
king, and ordered to be acted upon. Nor were his 
efforts merely defensive* On one occasion he led 
his men into the enemy's country as far' as Samer 
au Bois, which he destroyed, and returned in safety 
with considerable booty. Afterwards, hearing that 
the French intended to revictual their camp at Ou« 
Ireau, he compelled them to abandon their object, 
pursued them as far as Hardilot, and was only pre- 
vented from- gaining a complete victory through the 
want of cavalry. But his plan for the defence of 
BouTogne, which, by his own extant memorial, is 
said to evince great military skill,, was marred by 
the issue of one unfortunate sally. In order to pre- 
vent the French from re victualling a fortress that 
menaced the safety of Boulogne, he found it neces* 
sary, with his slender forces, to risque another attack 
at St. Etienne. His cavalry first charged and routed 
those of the French : the foot, which he commanded 
in person, next advanced, and the first line, consist* 
iog chiefly of geatlemen anned with corselets, be- 
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iMUfcd gallantly, but the second line, in ooming tci 
the push of the pike, were seized with a ^odde^ 
panic, and fled back to Boulogne, in spite of all the 
efinta of their commander to rally tbem. Within 
a; few months after this affiur he was recalled to 
England, and Hertford went out to France as Ae 
kmg'a lieutenant-general. 

-. It .doles not appear, however, that the loss of this 
actkm was the pretext for his recal, or the direct 
caase of the king's vengeance, by which he was 
aubaequently destined to fall. If the faction of Hertr 
ford, that was intriguing against him at home, ever 
succeeded in fretting the king's humour against 
him, by taming his misfortune into a topic of blame, 
Henry's irritation must have passed away, as we find 
Surrey recalled, with promises of being replaced 
in his command, (a promise, however, which was 
basely faldfied), and again appearing at court in 
an honourable station. But the event of his r^oal 
(though it does not seem to have been marked by 
tokens of royal displeasure) certainly contriboted 
indirectly to his ruin, by goading his proud temper 
to &rther hostilities with Hertford* Surrey, on. his 
return to England, spoke of his enemy with indigna- 
tidn and menaces, and imprudently expressed his 
hopes of being revenged in a succeeding reign. 
His words were reported, probably with exaggerar 
tian, to the king, and occasioned his beii^ a«it, 
for some time, as a prisoner to Windsor. . He was 
liberated, however, from thence, and again made 
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hb appearance at ceurt, unsuspicious of hit impend* 
ingruin. 

It is difficult to trace anj personal tnotives' that 
could impel Henry to wish for his destruction. He I 
could not be jealous of his intentions to many the 
Princess Mary — ^that fable is disproved by the-dis- 
corery of Surrey's widow haying survived him* 'Nor 
is it 'likely that the king dreaded him as an enemy 
to the Reformation, as there is every reason to be* 
lieve that he was a protestant. The natural cruelty 
of Henry seems to have been but an instrument in 
thie designing hands of Hertford, whose ambition, 
fear, and jealousy, prompted him to seek the de- 
struction of Norfolk and his son. His measures were 
unhappily aided by the vindictive resentment of the 
Duchess of Norfolk against her husband, from whom 
she had been long separated, and by the still more 
unaccountable and nnnatural hatred of the Duchess 
of Richmond against her own brother* Surrey was 
arrested on the I2th of December, 1546, and com- 
mitted to the Tower. The depositions of witnesses 
against hiiki, whose collective testimony did not serf)- 
stantiate even a legal olFence, were transmitted to 
the king's judges at Norwich, and a verdict was re- 
turned, in consequence of which he was indicted for 
high treason. We are not told the full particulars 
of his defence, but are only generally informed that 
it was acute and spirited. With respect to the main 
accusation, of his bearing the arms of the Confessor, 
he proved that he ^ad the authority of the heralds 
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in 10 doing, and that he had worn them himself fai 
the king's presence, as his ancestors had worn them 
in the presence of former kings. Notwithstanding 
hi$ manifest innocence, the jury was base enougli 
to find him guilty. The Chancellor pronounceil 
aenteace of death upon him ; and in the flower of 
^it.ag^^ in his 31st year, this noble soldier, and acv 
complished poetj was beheaded on Tower-hill. 



DSSCBIPnON OF SPRING* 

• 

The soote ^ 8eas5o, that bud and bloom forth bringst 
With green hath clad the hill, and eke the vale^ 
IThe nightingale with feathers new she sings ; 
•lli&.turtle to her make^ hath told her tale. 
Summer is come, for every spray now springs. 
The hart hath hung his old head on the pale ; 
The buck in brake his winter coat he flings : 
The. fishes fleet with new repaired scale ; 
The adder .aU her slough away she flings ; 
The swifl swallpw pursueth the flies small ; 
The busy bee her honey now she mings' ; 
Winter is worn that was the flower's bale^ 
And thus I see among these pleasant things 
Eapfa care decays, and yet my sorrow springs, 

> Swect^^-' Mate. — 3 Mingles. 4 Destruction, 
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A PRISONER IN WINDSOR CASTLE, HE REFLECTS 

ON PAST HAPPINESS. 

So cruel prison how could betide^ alas ! 
As proud Windsor ? Where I in lust and joy. 
With a king's son^ my childish years did pass. 
In greater feast than Priam's sons of Troy ; 
Where each sweet place returns a taste full sour. 
The large green courts, where we were wont to hove. 
With eyes upcast unto the maiden's tower. 
And easy sighs, such as folk draw in love. J 

The stately seats, the ladies bright of hue, 
The dances short, long tales of great deliglit ; 
With words and looks that tigers could but rue, 
When each of us did plead the other's right. 
The palm play', where deported ^ for the. game, •* 
With dazed eyes ofb we, by gleams of love. 
Have miss*d the ball, and got sight of our dame, ' 
To bait her eyes, which kept the leads above. 
The graveird ground, with sleeves tied on the helm. 
On foaming horse with swords and friendly hearts ; 
With cheer as though one should another whelm. 
Where we have fought^ and chased oH with darts. 
With silver drops the meads yet spread for ruth ; 
In active games of nimbleness and strength. 
Where we did strain^ trained with swarms of youth. 
Our tender limbs that yet shot up in length; 
The secret groves, which oft we made resound 
Of pleasant plaint, and of our ladies praise ; 

» Teiinis-court. — • Stript. 
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Recording sofl what grace each one had founds 
What hope of speed, what dread of long delays. 
The wild for^t, the clothed holts with green ; 
With reins availed ^^ and swifl ybreathed horse. 
With cry of hounds, and merry blasts between^ 
Where we did chase the fearful hart of force. 
The void walls eke that harbour*d us each night : 
Wherewith, alas ! revive within my breast 
The sweet accord, such sleeps as yet delight ; 
The pleasant dreams, the quiet bed of rest; 
The secret thoughts, imparted with such trust ; 
The wanton talk, the divers change of play ; 
The friendship sworn, each promise kept so yuft^ 
Wherewith we past the winter nights away. 
And with this liiought the blood fontket the face; 
The tears berain my cheeks of deadly hue : 
The which, as soon as sobbkig wghs, alas ! 
Upsupp^d have, thus I my plaint renew : 
O place of bliss ! renewer of my woes ! 
Give me account, where is my noble fere^ ? 
Whom in thy walls thou didst each night enclose ; 
To other lief ^ : but unto me most dear. 
Echo, alas! that doth my sorrow rue. 
Returns thereto a hollow sound of plaint. 
Thus I alone, where all my freedom grew. 
In prison pine, with bondage and restraint : 
And with remembrance of the greater grief^ 
To banish the less, I find my chief relief. 

*. Sb(nrteiied.-r-* QbiDpaiuoiu—' Beloved. 
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THAT EVERY OBJECT HE CONTEMPLATED AT WIND- 

SOR REMINDING HIM OP HIS' PAST HAPPINESS^ 

INCREASED HIS PRESENT SORROW. 

When Windsor walls sustained my w£faried arm ;. '' 
My hand my chiny to ease my restless head ; 
The pleasant plot revested gVeen with warm; . 
The blossom*d boughs with lusty ver yspread ; 
The flower'd meads, the wedded birds so late 
Mine eyes discover ; and to my noiind resort 
The jolly woes, the hateless short debate. 
The rakehell ' life that longs to love's disport. 
Wherewith, alas ! the heavy charge of care 
Heap'd in my breast, breaks forth against my will -, 
In smoky sighs that overcast the air. 
My vapour*d eye such dreary tears distil, ' . 
The tender green they quicken where they &I1 \ > 
And I half bend to throw me down withal. 

> Careless. — Rakil, or rakfe, seems syooDymoiis with reckless. 



LORD VAUX. 



It IB now universally admitted that Lord Vaux, the 
poet, was not Kicholas the first peer, but Thomas, 
the second baron of that name. He was one of 
those who attended Cardinal Wolsey on his embassy 
to Francis the First. He received the order of the 
Bath at the coronation of Anne Boleyn, and was for 
some time Captain of the island of Jersey. A con* 
siderable number of his pieces are found in the 
Paradise of Dainty Devices. Mr. Park > has no- 
ticed a passage in the prose prologue to JSackville's 
Introduction to the Mirrqr for Magistrates, that 
Lord Vaux had undertaken to complete the history 
of King Edward's two sons who were murdered in 
ithe Tower, but that it does not appear he ever exe-' 
cuted his intention. 



UPON HIS WHIT£ HAIRS. 
FROM THE AGBD LOVBR'8 RBMITlfGIATlON OF LOVK.^ 

f * * * * * 

These hairs of age are messengers 
Which bid me fast repent and pray ; 
They be of death the harbingers, 
That doth prepare and dress the way: 

1 Bojal and Noble Autbon. 
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Wherefore I joy that you may see 
Upon my head such hairs to be. 

They be the lioes that lead the length 
How far my race was for to run ; 
They «ay my youth is fled with strength. 
And how old age is well begun ; 
The which I feel» and you may see 
Such lines upon my head to be. 

They be the strings of sober sounds 
Whose music is harmonical ; 
Their tunes declaice a time from ground 
I came, and how thereto I shall : 
Wherefore I love that you may see 
Upon my head such hairs to be. 

God grant to those that white hairs have. 
No worse them take than I haire meant; 
That after they be laid in grave. 
Their souls may joy their lives well spent 
God grant, likewise, that you may see 
Upon my head such hairs to be. 



VOL. I. 
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RICHARD EDWARDS 

Was a principtl contributor to the Paradise of 
Dainty Devices, and one of our earliest dramatic 
authprs. He wrote two comedies, one entitled 
Damon and Pythias, the other Palamon and Arcite, 
both of which were acted before Queen Elizabeth* 
Besides his regular dramas he appears to hare con* 
trlved masques, and to have written verses for pa* 
geants ; and is described as having been the first 
fiddle, the most fashionable sonneteer, and the most 
facetious mimic of the Court* In the beginning of 
Elizabeth's reign he was one of the gentlemea of 
her chapel, and master of the children there, having 
the character (^an excellent musician. His pleas* 
ing little poem, the Amantium irce^ has been so often 
repi^uited, that, for the sake of variety, I have so* 
lected another specimen of his simplicity. 



IJ£ RBQUESTETH SOME FRIENDLY COMFORT, 
AFFIRMING HIS CONSTANCY. 

The mountains high, whose lofty tops do meet the 

haughty sky x 
The craggy rock^ that to the sea free passage doth 

deny; 
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•TIm aged oak^ that deth resist the force' of blintriag 

blast; 
•The pleasant herb, that erery where a pleasant smcfll 

doth cast ; 
{The jKoa's foroe, whose courage stout dedat^ a 

prince-like might ; 
^The' eagle, that for wonhiness is bora of kingi ki 

fight. 



Then these, I say, and thousands more, by tract of 

time decay, 
And, like to time, do quite consume^ and fade from 

form to claj i 
But my true heart and strrice vow'd shall last time 

out of mind, 
Jfkisd still remain as thine hj doom, as Cupid hath 
: assigned; 
.My faith, lo here! I vow to thee, my troth thou 

know'st too well ; 
My goods, my friends, my life, is thine ; what need 

I more to tell ? 
J am not mine, but thine; I vow thy bests I will 

obey, 
And serve thee as a servant oi^t, in pleasii^ if I 

may; 
f And sith I have no flying wings, to serve thee as I 

wish, 
■ Nia-fins to cut the silver stteims, ai dbth the glidiing 

fish; 



132 BICBAUD BDWilRnt. 

Wherefore leave now forgetftifneM, and send aga&i 

to me, 
Aod atram thy azure veins to write, that I nay 

greeting see. 
Ani. thus ftrewell! more dear to me than chieftit 

friend I have^ 
Whose. love in heart I mind to shrine, till Death Ua 

fee do crave. '^ 



» f 



WILLIAM HUNNIS 

• r 

Was a gentleman of Edward the Sixth's chapel^ 
'ittid afterwards master of the boys of Qiieen Elfafift- 
beth*s chapel. He translated the Psalms, and wiu 
author of a ** Hive of Hondy, a Handful of Honey* 
suckle," and other godly works. He died in 1568* 



TUB LOVS THAT IB tUEBQUITSD WITH BISDAIK. • 

Iir search of things that secret are tny mated muse 
began, ^ 

What it might be molested most the head andnamft 
of man ; 
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Tbe bending brow of prince's fiice, to wrath that 

doth attend. 
Or want €i parents, wife, or child, or loss of faithful 

jfriend; 
The' roaring of the cannon shot^ that makes the 

piece to shake. 
Or terror, such as mighty Jove from hearen aboire 
' can make: 
All these, in fine, may not compare, experience so 

doth prove. 
Unto the torments, sharp and strange, of such as be 

in love. 
Love looks aloft, and laughs to scorn all such as 

griefs annoy. 
The more extreme their passions be, the greater ii 

his joy; 
Thus Love, as victor of the field, triumphs abov^ 

the rest. 
And joys to see his subjects lie with living death in 

breast; 
But dire Disdain lets drive a shaft, and galls this 

bragging fool. 
He plucks his plumes, unbends his bow, and sets 

him new to school ; 
Whereby this boy that bragged late, as cctP^U^f o^ 

over all, 
I^ow yields himself unto Disdain, his vassal and bit 

thralK 



■ L 



THOMAS SACK.VILLE, 

LORD BUCKHURST, AND EABL OF DOBSEl', 

Was the son of Sir Richard Sackville^ and was bon| 
at Withyam, in Sussex, in 1527. He was educated 
at both universities, and enjoyed an early reputation 
in Latin as well as in English poetry. Wliile a stu« 
dent of the Inner Temple, he wrote his tragedy of 
GorboduCy which was played by the young students^ 
as a part of a Christmas entertainment, and after«> 
wards before Queen Elizabeth at Whitehall, in 1561. 
In a subsequent edition of this piece it was entitlad 
the tragedy of Ferrex and Porrex. He is said to 
have been assisted in the composition of it by Thomas 
Norton ; but to what extent does not appear. T . 
Warton disputes the fact of his being at all indebted 
to Norton. The merit of the piece does npt render 
the question of much importance* This tragedy and 
his contribution of the Induction and legend of the 
Duke of Buckingham to the << Mirror for Magi- 
strates ^'' compose the poetical history of Sack- 

1 The *' Mirror for Magistrates** wa9 intended to celebrate the 
chief unfortonate personages in English history, in a series of 
poedeal legends spoken by the characters themsdTes, with epir 
logues interspersed to connect the stories, in imitation of Boccac- 
cio*s Fall of Princ^, which had been translated by Ly dgate. The 
historian of English poetry ascribes the plan of this work to Sack- 
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YittA*s life. The rest of it was pditicd, Hti liad 
been elected to parliament at the age of thirty. Six 
years afterwards, in the same year that his Ifiduction 
and legend of Buckingham were published, he went 
abroad on his travels, and was, for some reason that 
18 not mentioned, confined, for a time, as a prisoner 
at Rome ; but he returned home, on the death of hia 
fktiier, in I566y and was soon afler promoted to the 
title of Lord Buckhurst. Having entered at first 
with rather too much prodigality on the enjoyment 
of his patrimony, he is said to have been reclaimed 
by the indignity of being kept in waiting by an 
alderman, from whom he was borrowing money, 

fUltt and leems to bare supposed that his Induction and legend 
of Henry Duke of Buckingham, appeared in the first editioD: bu^ 
Sir £. Brydges has shewn that it was not until the second edition 
of the Mirror for Magistrates, that Sackville's contribution wa9 
pubb'shed, viz. in 1 563. Baldwin and Ferrers were the authors of 
the first edition, in 1559. Higgins, Phayer, Churchyard, and a 
crowd of inferior versifiers, contributed successive legends, not 
oonflmng themselves to English history, but treating the reader 
. with the lamentations of Geta and Caracalla, Bremius, &c. &c. 
till the improvement of the drama superseded those dreary mono- 
logues, by giving heroic history a more engaging air. Sackville's 
contribution to *' The Mirror for Magistrates,*' is the only part oif 
it that is tolerable. It is observable that his plan differs nur- 
teriatly from that of the other contributors. He lays the sce^ii, 
like Dante, in Hell, and makes his characters relate their history 
at the gates of Elysium, under the guidance of Sorrow, while the 
authors of the other legends are generally contented with simply 
dreafning of the unfortunate personages, and by going to sleep^ 
offer a powerful indoceinent to follow their example. 
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and to have made a resolution of (economy, ^ron 
which he never departed. The Queen emjplojed 
him, in the fourteenth year of her reign, in an em« 
baaay to Charles IX. of France. In 1587 he went 
as ambassador to the United Provinces, upon their 
complaint against the Earl of Leicester; but, though 
he performed his trust with integrity, the favouate 
had sufficient influence to get him recalled ; and on 
his return, he was ordered to confinement in his owfi 
house^ for nine or ten months. On Leicester*s deaths 
however, . he was immediately reinstated in royal 
fiivour, and was made knight of the garter, and 
chancellor of Oxford. On the death .of Burleigh 
he became lord high treasurer of England. At 
Queen Elizabeth^s demise he was one of the privy 
counsellors on whom the administration of the 
kingdom devolved, and he concurred in proclaiming 
K. James. The new sovereign confirmed him in the 
office of high treasurer by a patent for life, and on 
all occasions consulted him with confidence. In 
March l604, he was created Earl of Dorset. He died 
suddenly at the council table^ in consequence of a 
dropsy on the brain. Few ministers, as Lord Orford 
remarks, have left behind them so unblemished a 
character. His family considered his memory so 
invulnerable, that when some partial aspersions were 
thrown upon it, after his death, they disdained to 
answer them. He carried taste and elegance even 
into his formal political functions, and for his elo- 
quence was styled the bell of the Star Chamber. 
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Am • poety his attempt to unite all^ory witli heroic 
narrative, and his giving oi^r language its earliest 
V|9gular .tragedy* evince the views and enterprise 
of no ordinary, mind ; but, . though the inductioQ 
to the Mirror for Magistrates displays some potent 
sketches^ it bears the complexion of a saturnine 
genius, and resembles a bold and gloomy landscape 
on which the sun never shines. As to Gorboduc^ 
it is a piece of monotonous recitals, and cold and 
heavy accumMlation of incidents. As an imitatioii (jif 
classical tragedy it is peculiarly unfortunate, in being 
without even the unities of place and time, to cir- 
cumscribe its dulness. 



FROM S ACKVIIXE'S INDUCTION TO THK COMPX-AINl' 
OF HENRY, DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

The wrathful Winter, 'preaching on apace^ 
With blustering blasts had all ybared the treen^ 
And old Saturnus, with his frosty face. 
With chilling cold had piere'd the tender green; ' 
The mantles rent wherein enwrapped been 
The gladsome groves that now lay overthrown, 
The tapets torn, and every tree down blown. 

t 
I 

The soil that erst so seemly was to seen. 

Was all despoiled of her beauty's hue ; 

A^d soote ' fresh flow'rs, wherewith the Summer's 

Queen 

> Sweet 
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Had clad the earth, now Boraas UaaU down h)mw% 
And MDall foarli, flocking, in their song did me 
The Wimer's wrath, wherewith each thii^ defiiced- 
In worfol wise bewaird the Summer past. 

Hawdiom bad lost his motlej livery. 

The naked twigs were shivering all for cold. 

And dropping down the tears abundantly ; 

Each thing, methoaght, with weeping eye me t<M. 

The cruel season, bidding me withhold 

Myself within ; for I was gotten out 

Into the fields, whereas I walk*d about. 

When lo, the Night with misty mantles spread, 
Gan dark the day, and dim the azure skies ; 
And Venus in her message Hermes sped 
To bloody Mars, to wile him not to rise. 
While she herself approached in speedy wise ; 
And Virgo hiding her disdainful breast. 
With Thetis now had laid her down to rest. 

And pale Cynthia, with her borrowed light, 
Beginning to supply her brother's place. 
Was past the noon steed six degrees in sight. 
When sparkling stars amid the Heaven's face. 
With twinkling light shone on the Earth apace. 
That while they brought about the Nights 4^air, 
The dark had dimm'd the day ere I was ware^ 
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And sonowing I to see the Summer flawen^ 

The lively green^ the lust j leas forlorn ; 

The sturdy trees so shatter'd with the showers, 

The fields so &de that flourished so befome ; ^ 

It taught me well all earthly things be borne 

To die the death, for nought long time may hist ; * ^ 

The Summer's beauty yields to Winter^s blast* 

Then looking upward to the Heaven's leams, 
With Nightd's stars thick powder'd every where, ^ 
Which erst so glisten'd with the golden streams. 
That cheerful Phoebus spread down from his sphere. 
Beholding dark oppressing day so near ; 
The sudden sight reduced to my mind 
The sundry changes that in earth we find. 

That musing on this worldly wealth in thought, 
Which comes and goes more faster than we see * 
The fleckering flame that with the fire is wrought,^' 
My busy mind presented unto me 
Such fall of Peers as in this realm had be S 
That oft I wish'd some would their woes descrive. 
To warn the rest whom fortune left alive. 

And strait forth-stalking with redoubled pace, 

For that I saw the Night draw on so fast. 

In black all clad, there fell before my face 

A piteous Wight, whom Woe had all forewaste, . 

Forth from her eyen the chrystal tears out brast, 

1 Been. 
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And righing spre, her bands she wrung and foldt 
Tare all ber bair, tbat ruth w.as to behold* 

Her b^j smaU, forewither'd and forespent. 
As is the stalk that Summer's drought oppressed; 
Her w.ealked &ce with woeful tears besprent^ . 
Her polour.pale, and as it seem'd her best; . 
In woe and plaint reposed was her rest ; 
And 9s the stone that drops of water we<urs» . . 
So dented was her cheek with fall of tears. 

Sorro^w then addresses the Poet» 

For forth she paced in her fearful tale : 

** Comes .come/' quoth she» ** and see what I shall 

shew ; 

Come, hear the plaining and the bitter bale 

Of worthy men by Fortune overthrow : 

Come thou, and see them rewing all in row. 

They were but shades that erst in mind thou roII*d^ 

Come, come with me, thine eyes shall them behold.** 
4(- » « « * * * «. 

And with these words, as I upraised stood. 

And *gan to follow her that strait forth paced, 

Ere I was ware, into a desart wood 

We now were come, where, hand in hand embraced. 

She led ihe way, and through the thick satraced. 

As,, but I had been guided by her mighty 

It was no way for , any mortal wight* 
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Allegorical Personages described in Hell* 

And first withia the porch tnd jtws of Hell 
Sat deep Remorse of Conscience^ all besprent. 
With tears; and to herself oil would she tell 
Her wretchedness, and cursing never stent ^ 
To seb and High ; bat erer thus lament 
With thoughtful care, as she that all in vain 
Woidd wear and waste continually in pain« 

Her eyes unstedfast, rolling here and there, 
WhirPd on each place, as place that Yengeance 

brought. 
So was her mind continually in fear, 
Toss'd and tormented by the tedious thought 
Of those detested crimes which she had wrongfatt 
With dreadful cheer and looks thrown to the tky^ 
Wishing for death, and yet she could not die. 

Next saw we Dread, all trembling how he shook, 
With, foot uncertain profifer'd here and there ; 
BenummM of speech, and with a ghastly look, 
Searched every place, all pale and dead for fear; 
His cap upborn with staring of his hair, 
Stoyn*d* and amazed at his shade for dread, ' 
And fiearing greater dangers than was need. 

* Stopped. — * Aitonishect 
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And next within the entry of this lake 
Sat fell Revenge, gnashing her teeth for ire. 
Devising means how she may vengeance take. 
Never in rest till she have her desire ; 
But frets within so far forth with the fire 
Of wttaking flames, that now determinei she 
To die by death, or veng'd by deatli ta be. 

When fell R c fcng e, wkh bloody find pf etanee. 
Had itewed herself, as next in order set, 
Wbh trembling limbs We sofUy parted thence. 
Till in our eyes another sight we met, 
When irom my heart a sfgh forthwith I fet>, 
"Rewing, alas ! upon the woeful plight 
Of Misery, that next appeared in sight. 

His fii^e was lean and some-deHl pin'd away, 
And eke his handes consumed to the bone^ 
Qiit what his body was I cannot say ; 
For on his carcass raiment had h^ none, 
Save clouts and patches, pieced one by one; 
With staff in hand, and scrip on shoulders cast,* 
His chief defence against the winters blast. 

* ■ 

His food, for most, was wild fruits of the tree; * 
Unless sometime some crumbs fell to his share. 
Which in his wallet long, God wot, kept he, 
As on. the which full daintily would he fare. 
His drink the running stream, his cup the bare 
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or his pa]m closed, his bed the hard cold ground ; 
To this, poor life was Misery ybound. 

Whose wretched state» when we had well beheld. 

With tender ruth on him and on his feres ^, 

In thoughtful cares forth then our pace we held, 

Ands by and by, another shape appears, 

Of greedy Care, still brushing up the breres% 

His knuckles knob'd, his flesh deep dented in. 

With tawed hands and hard y tanned skin. 

The morr.ow gray no sooner had begun 
To spread his light, even peeping in our eyes. 
When he is up and to his work yrun ; 
And let the night's black misty mantles rise. 
And with foul dark never so much disguise 
The fiur bright day, yet ceaseth he no while, 
But hath his candles to prolong his toil« 

i 

By him lay heavy Sleep, the cousin of Death, 
Flat on the ground, and still as any stone, 
A very corps, save yielding forth a breath ; 
Small keep took he whom Fortune frowned on, 
Or whom she lifted up into the throne 
Of high renown : but as a living death. 
So dead, alive, of life he drew the breath. 

The body's rest, the quiet of the heart. 

The travail's ease, the still night's fere was he y 

And of our life in ei^rth the better part, 

> Companlom .f— * Briars. 
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Reever of sight, and yet in whom we see 
Things oft that tide ^ and ofl that nev«r be ; 
Without respect esteeming equally 
King Ocesus' pomp, and Iras' poverty. 

And next in order sad Old Age we found. 
His beard all hoar, his eyes hollow and blind ; 
With drooping cheer still poring on the ground^ 
As on the place where Nature him assign'd 
To rest) when that the sisters had entwin'd- 
His vital thread, and ended with their knife. 
The fleeting course of fast declining life, 

Crook*d-back'd he was, tooth-shaken, and blear-ey*d^ 
Went on three feet, and sometime crept on four) 
With old lame bones that rattled by his side. 
Hit scalp all piird% and he with eld forlore. 
His withered fist still knocking at Death's door ; ^ 
Trembling and driv*ling as he draws his breath. 
For brief, the shape and messenger of Death, 

I Happen, — ^sBare, 



GEORGE GASCOIGNE 

Was born in 1540S of an ancient family in Essex, 
Iras bred at Cambridge, and entered at Gray's Inn ; but 
being.disinherited by his father for extravagance, he 
repaired to Holland, and obtained a Cf^mmisaion 
under the Prince of Orange. A quarrel with his Co- 
lonel retarded his promotion in that service ; and a 
circumstance occurred which had nearly cost him 
his life. A lady at the Hague (the town being 
then in the enemy's possession) sent him a letter, 
which was intercepted in the camp, 'and a report 
against his loyalty was made by those who had 
seized it. Gascoigne immediately laid the sifiair 
before the Prince, who saw through the design of 
his accusers, and gave him a passport for visiting his 
female friend. At the siege of Middleburgh he dis- 
played so much bravery, that the Prince rewarded 
him with 300 gilders above his pay; but he was 
soon after made prisoner by the Spaniards, and 
having ^ent four months in captivityj returned to 
England, and resided generally at Walthamstow. 
In 1575 he accompanied Queen Elizabeth in one of 
her stately progresses, and wrote for her amusement 
a mask, entitled the Princely Pleasures of Kenil- 

* Mr. Ellis conjectures that be was bom mucb earKer. 
VOL. I. L 
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worth Castle. He is generally said to have died at 
Stamford, in 1578 ; but the registers of that place 
hare been searched in vain for his name, by the 
writer of an article in the Censura Literaria', who 
has corrected some mistakes in former accounts of 
him^ It is not probable, however, that he lived 
long after 1^76, as, from a manuscript in the British 
Museum, it appears that, in that year, he complains 
of his infirmitied» and nothing afterwards came froiA 
his pen. 

Gascoigne was one of the earliest contributors, to 
our drama. He wrote the Supposes, a comedy, 
translated from Ariosto, and Jocasta, a tragedy from 
Euripides, with some other pieces. 



THE ARRAIGVBIBNT OF A LOVER. 

At Beauty^ $ bar as I did stand. 

When Fake Suspect accused me, 

George, quoth the Judge, hold up thy hand. 

Thou art arraigned of flattery ; 

Tell, therefore, how wilt thou be tried. 

Whose jjyidgement thou wilt here ubiAe i 

My lord, quod I, this lady here. 
Whom I esteem above the rest. 
Both know my guilt, if any were ; 
Wherefore her doom doth please me best. 
» Geai. Dt vol. I. p. lOO. 
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Let her be judge and juror both. 
To try me guiltiest by mine oath. 

Quoth Beauty^ No, it fitteth not 
A prince herself to judge the cause ; 
WUl is our justice, well ye wot^ 
Appointed to discuss our laws ; 
If you will guiltless seem to go, 
God and your country quit you so. 

Then Craft the crier call*d a questf 
Of whom was Falsehood foremost fere; 
A pack of pickthanks were the rest^ 
Which came false witness for to bear ; 
The jury such> the Judge unjust. 
Sentence was said, *< I should be trussed*" 



Jealous the gaoler bound me fast. 

To hear the verdict of the bill ; 

George, quoth the judge, now thou art caa^. 

Thou must go hence to Heavy Hillf 

And there be hang'd all but the head ; 

God rest thy soul when thou art dead ! 

Down fell I then upon my knee. 
All flat before dame Beauty*s &ce. 
And cried, Good Lady, pardon me ! 
Who here i^peal unto your grace ; 
You know if I hare beoi untrue, 
It was in too much praising jou. 

L2 
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And thoogh this Judge doth make such haste 
To shed with diame my guiltless blood. 
Yet let your pity first be plac'd 
To save the man that meant you good ; 
So shall you shew yourself a Queen, 
And I may be your servant seen. 

Quoth Beauty, Well ; because I guess 
What thou dost mean henceforth to be ; 
Although thy faults deserve no less 
Than Justice here hath judged thee ; 
Wilt thou be bound to stint all strife. 
And be true prisoner all thy life ? 

Yea madam, quoth I, that I shall ; 
Lo, Faith and Truth my sureties : 
Why then, quoth she, come when I call, 
I ask no better warrantise. 
Thus am I Beauty's bounden thrall. 
At her command when she doth call. 



FROM OASCOIGNE'S GRIEF OF JOY, 

An unpablished Poem in Manuscript, in the British .MuMom. 

18 A 61. — ^King's library. 
« * 4fr * * « 9t 

There is a grief in every kind of joy. 
That is my dieme, and that I mean to prove; 
And who were he which would not drink annoy^ 
To taste thereby the lightest dram of love ? 
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VANITY OP YOUTH, 

******* 

Of lusty youth then lustily to treat. 
It 18 the very May-moon of delight ; 
When boldest bloods are full of wilful heat. 
And joy to think how long they have to fight 
In fancy^s field, before their life take flight ; 
Since he which latest did the game begin. 
Doth longest hope to linger still therein. 



SWIFTNESS OF TIME. 

The heav'ns on high perpetually do move; 
By minutes meal the hour doth steal away. 
By hours the days, by days the months remove. 
And then by months the years as fast decay ; 
Yea, Virgins verse, and TuUy^s truth do say. 
That Time flieth, and never claps her wings ; 
But rides on clouds, and forward still she flings. 



THE VANITY OF THE BEAUTIFUL. 

They course tbe glass, and let it take no rest ; 
They j^ass and spy who gazeth on their face ; 
They darkly ask whose beauty seemeth best ; . 
They hark and mark who marketh most theiir gr^ce ; 
They stay their steps, and stelk a stately pac^i 
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They jealous are of every sight they see ; 

They strive to seem, but never care to be. 
**♦*»** 

What grudge and grief our joys may then suppress. 

To see our hairs^ which yellow were as gold, 

Now grey as glass ; to feel and find them less ; 

To scrape the bald skull which was wont to hold 

Our lovely locks with curling sticks controulM ; 

To look in glass, and spy Sir Wrinkle's chair 

Set fast on fronts which erst were sleek and fiur. 
♦ » « ♦ « * * 



JOHN HARRINGTON. 

BORN 1534. — DII5D 1582. 



John Harrington, the father of the translator 
of Ariosto, was imprisoned by Queen Mary for his 
suspected attachment to Queen Elizabeth, by whom 
he was afterwards rewarded with a grant of lands. 
Nothing that the younger Harrington has written 
seems to be worth preserving : but the few speci- 
mens of his father's poetry which are found in the 
Nugse Antiques may excite a regret that he did nbt 
write more. His love verses have an elegance and 
terseness, more modem, by lOi hundred years, Aan 
those of his contemporaries. 
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SONNET MADB ON ISABBtIA MARKHAM, 

WHfilf I nR9T THOUGHT HER FAIR, AS SHE STOOD AT THE 

PRINCESS'S triNDOW, IN GOODLY ATTIRE^ AND TAUEED 

TO DITftRS IN THK COURT YARI», 

From fhe Nugse Antique, where the original Manuscript is stud 

to be dated 1564. 

Whence comes my love ? O heart disclose ; 
It was from cheeks that shamM the rose. 
From lips that spoil the ruby's praise. 
From eyes that mock the diamond's blaze : 
Whence comes my woe ? as freely own ; 
Ah me ! 'twas from a heart like stone. 

The blushing cheek speaks modest mind. 
The lips befitting words most kind, 
The eye does tempt to lore's desire. 
And seems to say '^ 'tis Cupid's fire ;" 
Yet all so fiEiir but speak my moan, 
Sith nought doth say the heart of stone. 

Why thus, my lore, so kind, bespeadE 

Sweet eye, aweet lip, sweet blushing cfaetk — 

Yet not a heart to save my pain ; 

O Venus, take thy gifts again ; 

Make not so fair to caitec our moan. 

Or make a heart tUil's like our own. 
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VERSES ON A MOST STONT HEARTED MAIDEN WHO 

DID SORELY BEGUILE THE NOBLE KNIGHT, 

MY TRCJE FRIEND. 

J. H. MSS. 1564. — ^From the Nugae Antique. 

I. 

Why didst thou raise such woeful wail. 

And waste in briny tears thy days ? 

'Clause she that wont to flout and fail. 

At last gave proof of woman*s ways ; 

She did, in sooth, display the heart 

That might have wrought thee greater smart. 

IL 

Why, thank her then, not weep or moan ; 
Let others guard their careless heart. 
And praise the day that thus made known 
The faithless hold on woman's art; 
Their lips can gloze and gain such root. 
That gentle youth hath hope of fruit. 

III. 

But, ere the blossom fair doth rise. 
To shoot its sweetness o'er the taste, 
Creepeth disdain in canker-wise, 
And chilling scorn the fruit doth blast : 
There is no hope of all our toil ; 
There is no fruit from such a spil. 
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IV. 

Give o'er thy plaint^ the danger's o'er ; 
She might have poison'd all thy life ; 
Such wayward mind had bred thee more 
Of sorrow had she proved thy wife: 
Leave her to meet all hopeless meed. 
And bless thyself that so art freed. 

No youth shall sue such one to wiD> 
Unmark'd by all the shining fair, 
Save for her pride and scorn, such sin 
As heart of love can never bear; 
Like leafless plant in blasted shade. 
So iiveth she — a barren maid« 



SIR PHILIP SYDNEY. 

BORN 1554.— DIED 1586. 



Without enduring Lord Orford's cold-blooded de- 
preciation of this hero, it must be owned that his 
writings fall short of his traditional glory; nor were 
his actions of the very highest importance to his 
country. Still there is no necessity for supposing 
the impression which he made apon hisxonteropo- 
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raries to have been either illusive or exaggerated. 
Traits of character will distinguish great men, inde- 
pendently of their pens or their swords. The con- 
temporaries of Sydney knew the man : and foreign- 
ers, no less tlian his own countrymen, seem t» have 
felt, from his personal influence and conversation, an 
homage for him, that could only be paid to a com- 
manding intellect guiding the principles of a noble 
heart. The variety of his ambition, perhaps, un- 
favourably divided the force of his genius ; feeling 
that he could take different paths to reputation, he 
did not confine himself to one, but was successively 
occupied in the punctilious duties of a courtier, the 
studies and pursuits of a scholar and travellier, and 
in the life of a soldier, of which the chivalrout ac- 
complishments could not be learnt without diligence 
and fatigue. All his excellence in those pursuits, 
and all the celebrity that would have placed him 
among the competitors for a crown, was gained in 
a life of thirty-two years. His sagacity and inde- 
pendence are recorded in the advice which he gave 
to his own sovereign. In the quarrel with Lord 
Oxford* he opposed the rights of an English com- 
moner to the prejudices of aristocracy and of roj^ty 
itself. At home he was the patron of literature. 
All England wore mourning for his death. Per- 
haps the well known anecdote of his generosity to 
the dying soldier speaks more powerfully to the 

* l^e the btognpbM fioCioe of Lotd Offttd. 
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heart than the whole volumes of elegies in Hebrew, 
Greeky and Latin^ that were published at his death 
by the universities. 

Mr. £llis has exhausted the best specimens of his 
poetrj. I have only offered a few short ones. 



TO SLBBP. 
FROM THE JkJtCimiA. 

Comb Meqp, O deep, the certain knot of peace. 
The baiting*place of wit, the balm of woe ; 
The poor man's wealth, the prisoner's release, 
Th' indiferent judge between the high and low. 

With shield of proof shield me from out ihe prease ^ 
Of those fierce darts despair doth at me throw : 

mdke in me those civil wars to cease, 

1 will good tribute pny if thou do so. 

Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest bed, 
A chamber deaf to noise and blind to light, 
A rosy garland and a weary head ; 
And iiP these things, as being thine by right. 
Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt in me 
Livelier than else-where Stella's image see. 

> PreM, or crowd. 



/ 
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SONNETS. 



In martial sports I had my cunning tried, ^ 
And jet to break more staves did me address, . 
While with the people's shouts, I must confess, 
Youth^ luck, and praise, e'en fill*d my veins with 

pride ; 
When Cupid having me his slave descried 
In Mars's livery, prancing in the press, 
** What now. Sir Fool } '* said he, ** I would no less; 
Look here, I say/'— I look'd, and Stella spied« 
Who hard by made a window send forth light ; 
My heart then quak'd, then dazzled were nune ejes^ 
One hand forgot to rule, th' other to fight ; 
Nor trumpet*8 sound I heard, nor friendly cries. 
My foe came on and beat the air for me. 
Till that her blush taught me my shame to see* 



HAFFY Thames, tliat didst my Stella bear^ 

1 saw myself, with many a smiling line 
Upon thy cheerful face, joy's livery wear> 
While those fair planets on thy streams did shine; 
The boat for joy could not to dance forbear; 
While wanton winds, with beauties bo divine 
RavishM, staid not till in her golden hair 

They did themselves, oh sweetest prison ! twine ; 
And fain those Eol's youth there would their stay 
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Have made, but forc'd by Nature still ta fly, 
First did with puffing kiss those locks display : 
She, so dishevell*dy blush*d : — from window I, 
With sight thereof, cried out, O fair disgrace^ 
Let Honour-s self to thee grant highest place. 



ROBERT GREENE 

Was bom at Norwich about 1560, was educated at 
Cambridge^ travelled in Spain and Italy, and on his 
return held, for about a year, the vicarage of Tolles- 
bury, in Essex. The rest of his life seems to have 
been spent in London, with no otlier support than 
his pen, and in the society of men of more wit than 
worldly prudence. He is said to have died about 
15929 from a surfeit occasioned by pickled herrings 
and Rhenish wine. Greene has acknowledged, with 
great contritibn, some of the follies of his life ; but 
the charge of profligacy which has been so merci-^^ 
lessly laid on his memory, must be taken with great 
abatement, as it was chiefly dictated by his bitterest 
enemy, Gabriel Harvey, who is said to have trampled 
on his dead body when laid in the grave. The story, 
it may be hoped, for the credit of human nature, is 
untrue ; but it shews to what a pitch the malignity or 
Harvey was supposed to be capable of being excited. 
Greene is accused of having deserted an amiable 
wife;. but hi& traducers rather inconsistently re- 
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proach him alao with the necessity of wri^og for 
her mfuntenanx^. 

A list of his writings, amounting to forty-five s^ 
parate productionis, is given in the CensuraLiteram, 
including five plays, several amatory romances^ and 
other pamphlets, of quaint titles and rambling con- 
tents. The writer of that article has vindicated the 
personal memory of Greene with proper feeling, but 
he seems to overrate the importance that could 
have ever been attached to him as a writer. In 
proof of the once great popularity of Greene's 
writings^ a passage is quoted from Ben Jonson^ 
Every Man out of his Humour, where it is said thai 
Saviolina uses as choice figures as any in the AreniiBf 
^fld Carlo subjoins, * or in Greene's wprksywherp4^ 
may steal with more security/ This allusion ^ the: 
facility of stealing without detection from an aiyjbQr, 
surely argues the reverse of his being popular i|nd 
well known. Greene's style is in truth most whim« 
sical and grotesque. He lived before there, was » 
good model of familiar prose ; and his wit, like a 
stream that is too weak to force a channel for it8i|lf> 
is lost in rhapsody and diffuseness. 



JEALOUSY. 
FROM TULLY'S love. 



Whbn gods had framed the sweets of Woman's fiu!e» 
And lockt men's looks within her golden hair. 
That Ph<d)U8 blush'd to. see her matchless grace. 
And heavenly godscm earth did nudce lepakr. 
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To quip fiur Venus' orerweening pride> 
Love's happy thoughts to jealousy were tied* 

Thea grew a wrinkle on fair Venus' brow, 
The amber sweet of love is turned to gall ; 
Gloomy was Heaven ; bright Phcebus did avow 
He would be coy, and would not love at all; 
Swearing no greater mischief could be wrought. 
Than love united to a jealous thought. 



DORASTUS ON FAWNIA. 

Ah; were she pitiful as she is fair. 
Or but as mild as she is seeming so. 
Then were my hopes greater than my deafMOfy 
Then all the world were Heaven, nothing wo#« 
Ah, were her heart relenting as her hand. 
That seems to melt e'en with the mildest touch> 
Then knew I where to seat me in a land. 
Under the wide Heavens, but yet not such. 
Just asj^ i^ews so seems the budding rose. 
Yet sweeter far than is an earthly flower ; 
Sovelreign of beauty, like the spray she grows; 
Compass'd she is with thorns and canker'd flowers ; 
Yet, were she willing to be pluck'd and worn. 
She would be gathered, though she grew on thorn. 

Ab, when she sings, all music else be still, 
Fer none must be compered to her note; 



I 
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Ne'er breath'd such glee from Philomela's bMl, 
Nor from the morning singer's swelling throat. 
And when she riseth from her blissful bed. 
She comforts all the world, as doth the sun. 



CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 

Was born in 1562, took a bachelor's degree at 
Cambridge, and came to London, where he was 
a contemporary player and dramatic writer with 
Shakespeare. Had he lived longer to profit by the 
example of Shakespeare, it is not straining conjec« 
ture to suppose^ that the strong misguided energy 
of Marlowe would have been kindled and refined to 
excellence by the rivalship ; but his death, at the age 
of thirty, is alike to be lamented for its disgraCe- 
fulness and prematurity, his own sword being forced 
upon him, in a quarrel, at a brothel. Six tragedies^ 
however, and his numerous translations fit)iq the 
classics, evince, that if his life was profligate, it 
was not idle. The bishops ordered his translations 
of Ovid's Love Elegies to be burnt in public for 
their licentiousness. If all the licentious poems of 
that period had been included in the martyrdom, 
Shakespeare's Venus and Adonis would have hardly 
escaped the flames. 

In Marlowe's tragedy of Lust's Dominion there 
is a icene of singular coincidence with an erent 
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that was^ 200 years Sifier, exhibited in the same 
country, namely Spain. A Spanish queen, insti- 
gated by an usurper^ falsely proclaims her own son 
to be a bastard. 

Prince Philip is a bastard bom ; 
O give me leave to blush at mine own shame : 
But I for love to you — love to fair Spain, 
Chuse rather to rip up a queen's disgrace, 
Than, by concealing it, to set the crown 
Upon a bastard's head. 

Lust's Dom. Sc. iv. Act 3. 

Compare this avowal with the confession which 
Bonaparte either obtained, or pretended to have 
obtained, from the mother of Ferdinand VII. in 
1808, and one might almost imagine that he had 
consulted Marlowe's tragedy. 



THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS IjOVE. 

Come live with' me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove. 
That vallies, groves, and hills, and fields. 
Woods or steepy mountain yields. 

And we will sit upon the rocks. 
Seeing tlie shepherds feed their flocks. 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

VOL. I. M 
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And I frill toMke thee beds of rosea. 
And a tbouMiid fngrant posies ; 
A cap of flowersy and a Idrtle, 
Embroicler'd all with leaTes of myrtle. 

A gown made of the finest wool, 
Wbidi from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Fair lined slippers for the cold. 
With buckles of the purest gold. 

A belt of straw and ivy buds*. 
With coral daspa and amber studs : 
And if these pleasures may thee move. 
Come live with me and be my love. . 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing. 
For thy delight, each M^ morning. 
If these delights thy mind may move. 
Come live with me and be my love. 



ROBERT SOUTHWELL, 

BORN 1560, 

Is said to have been descended from an ancient and 
respectable family in Norfolk, and being sent abroad 
for his education, became a Jesuit at Rome. He was 
appointed prefect of studies there in 1585, aa^ not 
long after, was sent as a missionaiy into England. 
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His chief residence was with AnnCy Countess of 
Arundely who died in the Tower of London. South- 
well was apprehended in July I5g2, and carried 
before Queen Elizabeth's agents, who endeavoured 
to extort from him some disclosure of secret con- 
spiracies against the government ; but he was cau- 
tious at his examination, and declined answeiring a 
number of ensnaring questions. Upon which, being 
sent to prison, he remained near three years in 
strict confinement, was repeatedly put upon the 
rack, and, as he himself affirmed, underwent very 
severe tortures no less than ten times. He owned 
that he was a priest and a Jesuit, that he came into 
England to preach the Catholic I'eligion, and was 
prepared to lay down his life in the cause. On 
the 20th of February, 1595, he was brought to his 
trial at the King's Bench, was condemned to die, 
and was executed the next day, at Tyburn. His 
writings, of which a numerous list is given in the 
67'th volume of the Gentleman's Magazine, together 
with the preceding sketch of his life, were probably 
at one time popular among the Catholics. ' In a 
small collection of his pieces there are two speci- 
mens of his prose compositions, entitled ** Mary 
Magdalene's Tears," and the " Triumph over 
Death/' which contain some eloquent sentences. 
Nor is it possible to read theTolutne without lament- 
ing that its author should have been either the in- 
itrument of bigotry, or the object of persecution. 

U7, 
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love's servile lot. 

Love mistress is of many minds, 
Yet few know whom they serve ; ' 
They reckon least how little lope 
Their service doth deserve. 

The will she robbeth from the wit. 
The sense from reason's lore ; 
She is delightful in the rind. 
Corrupted in the core. 



May never was the month of love ; 
For May is full of flowers; 
But rather April, wet by kind ; 
For love is full of showers. 

With soothing words inthralled souls 
She chains in servile bands ! 
Her eye in silence hath a speech 
Which eye best understands. 

Her little sweet hath many sours. 
Short hap, immortal harms ; 
Her loving looks are murd'ring darts. 
Her songs bewitching charms. 

Like winter rose, and summer ice. 
Her joys are still untimely ; 
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Before her hope, behind remorse. 
Fair first, in fine unseemly. 

Plough not the seas, sow not the sands. 
Leave off your idle pain ; 
Seek other mistress for your minds. 
Love's service is in vain. 



LOOK HOME. 



Retired thoughts enjoy their own delights. 
As beauty doth in self-beholding eye : 
Man's mind a mirror is of heavenly sights, 
A brief wherein all miracles summed lie ; 
Of fairest forms, and sweetest shapes the store. 
Most graceful all, yet thought may grace them 
more. 

The mind a creature is, yet can create. 

To nature's patterns adding higher skill 

Of finest works ; wit better could the state. 

If force of wit had equal power of will. 

Devise of man in working hath no end ; 

What thought can think, another thought can mend. 

Man's soul of endless beauties image is. 
Drawn by the work of endless skill and might: 
ThiiB skilful might gave many sparks of bliss. 
And, to discern this bliss, a native light. 
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To frame God's image as hig worth required ; 
His mighty his skill, his word and will conspired. 

All that he hady his image should present; 
All that it should present, he could afford ; 
To that he .could afford his will was bent ; 
His will was followed with performing word. 
Let this suffice, by this conceive the rest. 
He should, he could,- he would, he did the best. 



THOMAS WATSON, 

BORN 1560 DIED ABOUT 1592, 

Was a. native of London, and studied the common 
law, but from the variety of his productions (Vide 
Theatrum Poetarum, p. 213)9 would seem to have 
devoted himself to lighter studies. Mr. Steevens 
has certainly overrated his sonnets in preferring 
them to Shakespeare's. 



THB NYMPHS TO THEIR MAY QUEEN. 

From England's Helicon. 

With fragrant flow'rs we strew the way. 
And make this our chief holiday; 
For though this clime was blest of yore» 
Yet was it never proud before. 
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O beauteous queen of second Troy, 
Accept of our unfeigned joy. 

Now Ch' air is sweeter than sweet balm. 
And satyrs dance about the palm ; 
Now earthy with verdure newly dight. 
Gives perfect signs of her delight : 
O beauteous queen ! 

Now birds record new harmony, 
And trees do whistle melody ; 
And every thing that nature breeds 
Doth clad itself in pleasant weeds. 



SONKET. 



AcTiBON lost, in middle of his sport, 
Eoth shape and life^ for looking but awry : 
Diana was afraid he would report 
What secrets he had seen in passing by. 
To tell the truth, the self-same hurt have I, 
By viewing her for whom I daily die ; 
I leese my wonted shape, in that my mind 
Doth suffer wreck upon the stony rock 
Of her disdain, who, contrary to kind. 
Does bear a breast more hard than any stock ; 
And former form of limbs is changed quite 
By cares in love, and want of due delight. 
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I leave my life, in that each secret thought 
Which I conceive through wanton fond regardj 
Doth make me say that life availeth nought, 
Where service cannot have a due reward. 
I dare not name the nymph that works my smart. 
Though love hath grav*n her name within my heart. 



EDMUND SPENSER, 

Descended from the ancient and honourable fa- 
mily of Spenser, was born in London, in East Smith- 
field, by the Tower, probably about the year 1553. 
He studied at the university of Cambridge, where it 
appears, from his correspondence, that he formed an 
intimate friendship with the learned, but pedantic, 
Gabriel Harvey ^ Spenser, with Sir P. Sydney, 
was, for a time, a convert to Harvey*s Utopian 
scheme for changing the measures of English poetry 
into those of the Greeks and Romans. 

Spenser even wrote trimeter iambics^ sufficiently 

* For an account of Harvey the reader may consult Wood's 
Athen. Oxon. Vol. I. — Fasti col. 128. 

« A short example of Spenser's lambicum Trimctrura will sof* 
iice, from a copy of verses in one of bis letters to Harvey. 

Unhappy verse ! the witness of my unhappy state, 

Make thyself fluttering wings of thy fast flying 

Thought, and fly forth unto my love, wheresoever she b«. , 
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bad to countenance the English hexameters of his 
friend ; but the Muse would not suffer such a votary 
to be lost in the pursuit after chimeras, ^d recalled 
him to her natural strains. From Cambridge Spenser 
went to reside with some relations in the north of 
England, and, in this retirement, conceived a passion 
for a mistress, whom he has celebrated under the 
name of Rosalind. It appears, however, that she 
trifled with his affection, and preferred a rival. 

Harvey, or Hobincd, (by so uncouth a name did 
the shepherd of hexameter memory, the learned 
Harvey, deign to be called in Spenser's eclogues), 
with better judgment than he had shewn in poetical 
matters, advised- Spenser to leave his rustic obscu^ 
rity, and introduced him to Sir Philip Sydney, who 
recommended him to his uncle, the Earl of Leicester* 
The poet was invited to the family seat of Sydney, 
at Penshurst, in Kent, where he is supposed to have 
assisted the Platonic studies of his gallant and con- 
genial friend. To him he dedicated his ** Shep- 
heard*s Calendar.*' Sydney did not bestow un- 
qualified praise on those eclogues ; he allowed that 
they contained much poetry, but. condemned the 
antique rusticity of the language. It was of these 
eclogues, and not of the Fairy Queen (as has been 
frequently misstated), that Ben Jonson said, that 



Whether lying restless in heavy bed, or else 
Sitting 80 cheerless at the cheerful board, or else ^ 
Piftjiog alone, cairetess, on her heavenly virginals. 
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die author, in imitating the ancients, had writteik 
m laaguage at all. They gained, however > so aBanj 
admirers, as to pass through five editions in Spenser^t 
IMetittie ; and tfaoagh Dove, a contemporary sdia^ 
lar, who translated them into Latin, speaks of the 
irathor being unknown, yet when Abraham F^unoe^ 
in 1583, published his *' Lawyer's Logicke,'' he illus- 
trated his rules by quotations from the Shepheard's 
Calendar. 

: Pope, Dryden, and Warton, have extolled those 
iedogues, and Sir William Jones has placed Spenser 
4iid Gmy as the only genuine descendants of Tbeo^ 
Gcitas and Virgil in pastoral poetry. This deciskm 
•aoay be questioned. Favourable as the circumstancia 
«f England have been to the devdopemeht of iter 
.genius in all the higher walks of poetry, they faarve 
^ot been propitious to the humbler pastoral mwaw 
Her trades and manufactures, the veiy blessu^ of 
^ler wealth and industry, threw tfa^ indolent idiep- 
•hferd's life to a distance from her cities and capital, 
•where poets, with all their love of the country^ are 
.^generally found; and impressed on the face of the 
xouhtry, and on its rustic manners, a gladsome, blit 
not romantic appearance. 

r In Scotland, on the contrary, the scenery, rural 
economy of the country, and the songs of the pea- 
santry, sung ** at the watching of the fold," pre- 
sented Ramsay with a much nearer image of pas- 
toral life, and he accordingly painted it with the 
fresh feeling and enjoyment of natare^ J^ii Sir 
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WUliam Jones understood the dialect of that poet; 
i am conTinroed that he would not hare awarded Au 
pastoral crown to any other author. Ramsay's shep<* 
hidl^ are distinct, intelligible beings, neither vulgsor^ 
like the caricatures of Gay, nor fantastic, like those 
of Fletcher. They afford such a view of a- national 
peasantry, as we should wish to acquire by travelling 
among them ; and form a drafl entirely devoted to 
roral manners, which for truth, and beauty^ and 
extent, has no parallel in the richer language 6f 
England. Shakespeare's pastoral scenes are only 
subsidiary to the main interest of the j^aya where 
they are introduced. Milton's are rather pi^^cants 
c»f ^ncy^ < than pictures of real lite. The 'she^ierds 
of Spenser's Calendar are parsons in disginse, wke 
ODBverse about heathen divinities and pointa of 
Christian theology. Palinode defends the luxuvitt 
of the Catholic d^rgy, and Piers extols tlie poritj 
of Archbishop Grrindal, concluding with the story of 
a fox, who came to the house of a goat^ in the eha^ 
racter of a pedlar, and obtained admittance by pore^* 
tending to be a sheep^ This nn^ be burlea^iiig 
Msopf but certainly is not imitating Theocrilus* 
There are fine thoughts and images in the Cidendar, 
bttt, on thie whole, the obscurity of those pelstorals 
is rather their covering, than their principal, defects 
- In 1580, Arthur Lord Grey, of Wilton, went tts 
lord lieatenant to Ireland, and Spenser accompanied 
him as his secretary ; we may suppose by the re- 
commendation of the Earl of Leicester. Lord Grey 
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die author, in imitatjng the ancients, had writteik 
nn laaguage at all. They gained, however, so naoj 
admirers, as to pass through five editions in Spenser^ 
IMetittie ; and tfaoagh Dove, a contemporary sdHi^ 
lar, who translated them into Latin, speaks of the 
anthor being unknown, yet when Abraham F^unoe, 
in ld83,published his *' Lawyer's Logicke,'* he iUus- 
trated his rules by quotations from the Shepheard's 
Calendar. 

'. Pope, Dryden, and Warton, have extolled those 
iedogues, and Sir William Jones has placed Spenser 
^tnA G9J as the only genuine descendants of Tbeo^ 
:catm and Vhrgil in pastoral poetry. This deciwm 
•aoay be questioned. Favourable as the circumstaacn 
«f England have been to the developemeht of tier 
.gckiius in all the higher walks of poetry, they Iwve 
^ot been propitious to the humbler pastoral moBCw 
Hnr trades and manufactures, the very blessings of 
^ler wealth and industry, threw th^ indolent idiep- 
•hford's life to a distance from her cities and capital, 
•where poets, with all their love of the country, are 
;jgeiierally found; and impressed on the face of the 
jsouiiitry, and on its rustic manners, a gladsome, btit 
not romantic appearance. 

f. . In Scotland, on the contrary, the scenery, rural 
economy of the country, and the songs of die pea- 
santry, sung ** at the watching of the fold," pre* 
rented Ramsay with a much nearer image of pas- 
toral life, and he accordingly painted it with the 
fresh feeling and enjoyment of nature^ H$d 6ir 
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William Jones ubderstood the dialect of that poet; 
i am conTlnced that he would not hare awarded tlia 
pastoral crown to any other author. Ramsay's shep^* 
IliBlrds are distinct, intelligible beings, neither vulgsor^ 
like the caricatures of Gay, nor fantastic, like tbosa 
of Fletcher. They afford such a view of a national 
peasantry, as we ^ould wish to acquire by travelling 
flinong them • and form a draft entirely devoted to 
roral manners, which for truth, and beauty^ and 
extent, has no parallel in the richer language 6f 
fiitgland. Shakespeare's pastoral scenes are only 
•ubsidtary to the main interest of the playa where 
diey are introduced. Milton's are rather pi^^cants 
df ^ncyi than pictures of real lite. The shepherds 
of Spenser's Calendar are parsons in disginse, wke 
ooaverse about heathen divinities and pointa of 
Christian theology. Palinode defends the luBUvies 
of the Catholic dergy, and Piers extols tlie pBri^ 
of Archbishop Grrindal, concluding with the story of 
a fox, who came to the house of a goat, in the cha^ 
racter of a pedlar, and obtained admittance by pore^* 
tending to be a sheep^ This nn^ be bnrlesquiiig 
^sop, but certainly is not imitating Theocriliuu 
There are fine thoughts and images in the CideDidar, 
biit, on the whole, the obscurity of those pfllsUmds 
is rather their covering, than their principal, defeotv 
" In 1580, Arthur Lord Grey, of Wilton, went tts 
lord lieatenant to Ireland, and Spenser accompanied 
him as his secretary ; we may suppose by the re- 
commendation of the Earl of Leicester. Lord Grey 
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was recall^ from his Irish government in 1582» and 
Spenser returned with him to England, wfaerey by 
the interest of Grey^ Leicester, and Sydney, he 
obtained a grant from Queen Elizabeth, of 3028 
acres in the county of Cork, out of the forfeited 
estates of the Earl of Desmond. This was the last 
act of kindne:ss which Sydney had a share in con« 
ferring on him : he died in the same year, furnish* 
. ing an almost solitary instance of virtue passing 
through life uncalumniated. 

Whether Sydney was meant or not; under the 
character of Prince Arthur in the Fairy Queen, we 
cannot conceive the poet> in describing heroic ex- 
cellence, to have had the image of Sir Philip Syd* 
ney long absent from his mind. 

By the terms of the royal grant, Spenser was 
obliged to return to Ireland, in order to cultivate the 
lands assigned to him. His residence at Kilcolmah, 
aniancienteastle of the earls of Desmond, is described 
by one^ who had seen its ruins, as situated on the 
north side of a fine lake, in the jmidst of a vast plain, 
which was terminated, to the east, by the Waterford 
mountains, on the north, by the Ballyhowra hills, and' 
by the Nagle and Kerry mountains, on the south and 
east. It commanded a view of above half the breadth 
of Ireland, and must have been, when the a^'acent 
upllmds were wooded, a most romantic and pleasant 
situation. The river Mulla, which Spenser has so 

> Smith's History of Cork, quoted bj Todd. 
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often celebrated^ ran through his grounds. In this 
retreat he was visited by Sir Walter Raleigh, at thai 
time a captain in the queen's army. His visit oc« 
casioned the first resolution of Spenser, to prepare 
the first books of the Fairy Queen for immediate 
publication. Spenser has commemorated this inter- 
view, and the inspiring influence of Raleigh's praise, 
under the figurative description of two shepherds 
tuning their pipes, beneath the alders of the Mulla; 
^— a fiction with which the mind, perhaps, will be much 
lets satisfied, than by recalling the scene as it really 
existed. When we conceive Spenser reciting his 
compositions to Raleigh, in a scene so beautifully 
appropriate, the mind casts a pleasing retrospect 
over that influence which the enterprize of the dis- 
coverer of Virginia, and the genius of the author of 
the Fairy Queen, have respectively produced on the 
fortune and language of England. The fancy might 
even be pardoned for a momentary superstition^ that 
the Genius of their country hovered, unseen, over 
their meeting, casting her first look of regard on the 
poet, that was destined to inspire her future Milton, 
and the other on the maritime hero^ who paved the 
way for colonizing distant regions of the earthy 
where the language of England was to be spoken, 
and the poetry of Spenser to be admired. Raleigh, 
whom the poet accompanied to £lngland, introduced 
him to Queen Elizabeth. Her majesty, in 159O-I, 
conferred on him a pension of 50^. a year. In the 
patent for hb pension he is not styled the lauveat ; 
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but his coDtemporaries have frequently addressed 
Ihui by that title. Mr, Malone'8 discovery of the 
putent for this pension, refutes the idle story of 
Burleigh's preventing the royal bounty being b^ 
Hoired upon the poet, by asking if so much mon^ 
was to be given for a song, as well as that of Spenser's 
puicurlog it at last by the doggrel verses, 

I was promised, on a time. 

To have reason for my rhyme, &c. . 

'-.'■'... ■ * 

, Yet there are passages in th^ Fairy Queen which 
4iitequivocally refer to Burleigh with severity. Th^ 
^l^dness of that statesman to Spenser most pror 
jbaUy aldose from the poet's attachment to Lqr^ 
J^G^tet and Lord Essex, who were each sugc€% 
aively at tlie head of a party opposed to the Lpr4 
(^bancellor. After the publication of the Fairy 
Queen, he returned to Ireland, and, during, his ab^ 
seiic^ the fame which he hadacquire4hy that poem, 
^i£ which the first edition^ however, cpntained only 
the three first books), induced his publisher to com* 
pito and reprint his smaller piecea ^ He appear^ to 
Iwive ag^ visited London about the en^, of l^Q^^ 
as his next pMblicatiop, the elegy on Do;ig)9s H9r 
imurdp daughter of Henry Lord Howard, is da|ct4 

'• » -^ ' . ■ - « • •» 

1 Viz. 1. The lUiiis of Time.— 2. The Tears of the Muse8.-J- 
3» Virgil's Gnat. — 4. Prosopopoia, or Mother Hubbard's Tale. 
^5. TH^ tluihs of Rome/ by Bellay.— 6. Muiopotmos, 6^ Hih 
Trie 'of the-Boftoffly.— 7. VisioDAi of ihc World's VWtic!^ 
8. BtUft^^s yyUmt.'^i ^tfaichV ViikAis. .')':... ... ; 



January l5gi-2« From this period there is a lo^ig: 
interval in the history of Spenser ,. which was piw»-; 
bahly passed in Ireland^ but of which we have M 
account. He married, il is conjectured, in ttan^ 
year 1594, when he was past forty ; and it app^Ml% 
from Jiis epithalamium, that the nuptials were ^]^ 
brated at Cork, In 1596^ the second part of 4i^ 
Fairy Queen appeared, accompanied by a new ediW 
tion of the first. Of the remaining six books, which; 
would have completed the poet's design, only frflg:<! 
Ql^ts have been brought to light ; and there is lilder 
reason to presume that they were regularly iwtn 
iMslied. Yet Mr. Todd has proved, that the coonr 
tepiporaries of Spenser believed much of his vahMMU 
poetry to have been lost, in the destructkni #f bk 
hovwe in Ireland. 

In the same year, 1596, he presented to the queem 
his *^ View of the State of Ireland," which remaimecl 
in manuscript, till it was published by Sir Jame» 
Ware, in 1633. Curiosity turns naturally t^ ihm 
prdse work of so old and eminent a poet, which ex* 
bibits him in the Uiree-lfold character of a writetf 
delineating an interesting country frdm fait own' 
Observation, of a sohdar trUcing back its rtiosQlesC 
history, and of a politician investigating the cafused 
of its calamities, llie antiquities of Ireland have been 
since more successfully explored;. though on thati 
subject Spenser is still a respectable authority. ThB: 
great value of the book is the authentic itad^iribuflr 
picture of national oMUOiersandaroiinBtancinrliicb 
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it exhibits ; and its style is as nervous^ as the matter ' 
if copious and amusing. A remarkable proposal^ in 
his plan for the management of Ireland, is the esta- 
blishment of the Anglo-saxon system of Borsehold- 
ei^« His political views are strongly coercive, and 
consist of little more than stationing propelr garri- 
sonSy and abolishing ancient customs : and w< find 
him declaiming bitterly against the Irish minstrels, 
and seriously dwelling on the loose mantles and 
glibs, or long hair, of the vagrant poor, as im- 
j^rtant causes of moral depravity. But we ought 
not to try the plans of Spenser by modern circuin- 
atancesy nor his temper by the liberality of more 
Enlightened times. It was a great point to com-- 
mence earnest discussion on such a subject. From 
a note in one of the oldest copies of this treatise, it 
appears, that Spenser was at that time clerk to the 
eooncil of the province of Ulster. In 1597, o^' 
poet returned to Ireland; and, in the following year, 
was destined to an honourable situation, being re- 
cominended by her majesty to be chosen sheriff for 
Cork. But in the subsequent month of that year, 
Tyrone's rebellion broke out, and occasioned his 
immediate flight, with his family, from Kilcolman. 
In' the confusion attending this calamitous depar- 
ture, one of his children was lefl behind, and perished* 
in' the conflagration of his house, when it was de- 
stroyed by the Irish insurgents. Spenser returned' 
to England with a heart broken by distress, an4 
died at London in January ISQgf. He was buried^' 
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according to his own desire, near the tomh of 
Chaucer; and the most celebrated poets of the time 
(Shakespeare was probably of the number), followed 
his hearse, and threw tributary verses into his graVe« 
Mr» Toddy the learned editor of his works^ has 
proved it to be highly improbable that he could have 
died, as has been sometimes said, in absolute want. 
For he had still his pension, and many friends, 
^mong whom Essex provided nobly for his funeral. 
Yet tliat he died broken-hearted and comparativefy 
poor, is but too much to be feared, from the tes- 
timony of his contemporaries, Camden and Jonson, 
the latter of whom held the pall at his funeral. A 
reverse of fortune might crush his spirit without his 
beiitg reduced to absolute indigence, especially with 
the horrible recollection of the manner in which 
hh child had perished. 



FAIRY QUEEN, Book I. Canto 3. 

UNA FOLLOWED BY TH£ LION. 

Fomlrcn Tnith long teeks her love. 
And makes the lion mild ; 
Man blind Devotion's mart, and falls 
In band of lecher wild. 

Nought is ther^ under Heaven's wide hollownessi 
That moves more dear compassion of mindy 
Than beauty brought t*unworthy wretchedness^ 
Through envy's snares, or fortune's freaks unkind* 

VOL. J. N 
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I, whether ktdj through her brightness blind^ 
Or through allegiaace and fast fealty, 
Mliich I do owe unto all wodAnkiody 
Feel my heart ,pierc*d with so great agony. 
When such I ste, that all for pity I could die. 

And now it is impassioned so deep, 
. For fairest Una's sake, of whom I sing. 
That my frail eyes these lines with tears do ateep. 
To think how she through guUeful handelling. 
Though true as touch, though daughter of a king. 
Though fiiir as ever living wight was fair. 
Though nor in word nor deed ill meriting. 
Is from her knight divorced in despwr. 
And her due love's deriv'd to that vile witch's ahirfe. 

Yet she, most faithful lady, all this while 

Forsaken, woeful, solitary maid. 

Far from all people's preace, as in exile. 

In wilderness and wasteful deserts strqr'd. 

To seek her knight, who, subtily betray'd 

Through that late vision, which th' enchanter 

wrought. 
Had her abandon'd : she, of nought afraid. 
Through woods and wasteness wide him daily 

sought } 
Yet wished tidings none of him unto her faroof^t. 

One day, iiigh weary of the irksome way^ 
From her unha6ty beatt she did alight ; 
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Afidton the gram her dainty limbs did laj 

In secret shadow^ far from all men's sight ; 

From her fair head 4ker fillet she undight, 

And laid her stole aside : her angel's face. 

As the great eye of heaven^ shined bright. 

And made a sunshine in a shady place ; 

l>id never mortid eye behold such heavenly grace. 

It ibrtunedy out of the thickest wood, 

A ramping lion rushed suddenly. 

Hunting full greedy after savage blood ; 

Soon as the royal virgin he did spy. 

With gaping mouth at her ran greedily, 

To have at once devour'd her tender corse 5 

But to the prey when as he drew more nigh, 

His bloody rage assuaged with remorse. 

And, with the sight amazM, forgot his furious force. 

Instead thereof he kiss*d her weary feet. 
And lidc'd her lily hands with fawning tongue. 
As he her wronged innocence did weet. 
O how can beauty master the most strong, 
And simple truth subdue avenging wrong ! 
Whose yielded pride and proud submission. 
Still dreading death, when sh* had marked long. 
Her heart 'gan melt in great compassion, 
And drizding tears did shed for pure afiRsctioD. 

** The lion, lord of every beast in field," 
Quoth she, ** his princely puissance doth abate, 

N2 
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And mighty proud to humble weak does yield. 

Forgetful of the hungry rage which late 

Him prick'dy in pity of my sad estate : 

But he, my lion, and my noble lord, 

How does he find in cruel heart to hate 

Her that him lov'd, and ever most ador'd. 

As the God of my life ? why hath he me abhorred V* 

Redounding tears did choke th* end of her plaint. 
Which softly echoed from the neighbour wood ; 
And, sad to see her sorrowful constraint. 
The kingly beast upon her gazing stood ; 
With pit}' calmed, down fell his angry mood. 
At last, in close heart shutting up her pain. 
Arose the virgin, bom of heavenly blood. 
And to her snowy palfrey got again. 
To seek her strayed champion, if she might att^. 

The lion would not leave her desolate, 
But with her went along, as a strong guard 
Of her chaste person, and a faithful mate ' 
Of her sad troubles, and misfortunes bard. 
Still, when she slept, he kept both watch and ward ; 
And, when she wak'd, he waited diligent. 
With hun^ble service to her will prepar*d : 
From her fair eyes he took commandement, 
And ever by her looks conceived her intent. 
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FAIRY QUEEN, Book I. Canto 5. 

THB FAITHFUL KNIGHT HAVING KILLED ' THB 
SARACEN SANSFOT, DUiEBSSA THE WITCH MAlfcsS 
A JOURNEY TO THE INFERNAL REGIONS TO RE* 
COYER THE BODY OF HER INFIDEL CHAMPION. 



So wept Duessa until eventide, 

That shining lamps in love's high house were light ; 

Then forth she rose, no longer would abide, 

But comes unto the place where th' heathen knight. 

In slumb'ring swoon*d, nigh void of vital sp'rit. 

Lay cover'd with enchanted cloud all day ; 

Whom, when she found, as she him lefl in plight. 

To wail his woeful case she would not stay. 

But to the eastern coast of Heaven makes speedy way. 

Where grisly Night, with visage deadly sad, 

That Phoebus' cheerful face durst never view. 

And in a foul black pitchy mantle clad. 

She finds forthcoming from her darksome mew. 

Where she all day did hide her hated hue. 

Before the door her iron chariot stood. 

Already harnessed for journey new; 

And coal-black steeds, yborn of hellish blood. 

That on their rusty bits did champ as they were wood. 

So well they sped, that they be come at length 
Unto the place whereas the Paynim lay. 
Devoid of outward sens^ and native strength. 
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Covered, with charmed cloud, from view of day 

And sight of men, since his late luckless ftay. 

His cruel wounds with cruddy blood coogeai'd. 

They binden up so wisely as they may. 

And handle softly till they can be h^*d : 

So lay him in her chari*t^ close in Night conceal'd. 

And all the while she stood upon the ground^ 
The: wakeful dogs did never cease to bajt 
As giving warning of th' unwonted sounds 
With which her iron wheels did them affray. 
And her dark grisly look them much dismay ; 
The messenger of death» the ghastly owl. 
With dreary shrieks did also her bewray ; 
And hungry wolves continually did howl 
At her abhorred face^ so filthy and so foul. 

By that same way the direful dapies do drive 
Their mournful chariot, filled with rusty blood. 
And down to Pluto's house are come btlive ' ; 
Which passing through, on every side them stood 
The trembling ghosts, with sad amazed mood. 
Chattering their iron teeth, and staring wide 
With stony eyes; and all the hellish brood 
Of fiends infernal flocked on every side 
To gaze on earthly wight, that with Uie Night durst 
ride. 

» Qiuddy. 
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FAIRY QUEEN, Book II. Canto 6. 

A HARDER lesson to learn continence 
In joyous pleasure than in grievous pain; 
For sweetq^i9 doth allure the weak^ s^nse 
So strongly, that uneathes it caa rje&fun 
From that which feeble nature covets fain ; 
But grief and wrath, that be her eneoMea 
And foea of life, she better can restrain : 
Ycft.idrtuft vaunts in both her vietoriea. 
And Guyon in them all shews goodly masteries* 

• . . ... 

Whom bold Cymochles travelling to find^ 
With cruel purpose bent to wreak on him 
The wrath which Atin kindled in his mipd^ 
Came to a river, by whose utmost bvm 
Waiting to pass, he saw whereas did swim 
Along the shore« as swift as glance of eye, 
A little gondelay^ bedecked trtm 
With boughs and arbouri woven cunningly. 
That like a little forest seemed outwardly ; 

♦ . • ' ' 

Aqi thmrein sate, a lady firesh and fair, 
Making sweet solace to herself alone ; 
Sometimes she sung as loud as lark in air. 
Sometimes she laughed, tljiat nigh her breath was 

gone; 
Yet was there not with^ her else any one. 
That to her might move oaus^ of merriment ; 
Matter of mirth enc^h, though there were.nonei 
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She oould derite, and thomuid wsjs inveikt 
To feel her foolish hamoar and vain jolliment. 



Which when ftr o^ Cjrmochles heard and 
He loodlj called to such as were aboard 
The little bark, onto the shore to draw. 
And him to ferry over that deep ford: 
The merrj mariner unto his word 
Soon hearfc'nedy and her painted boat straig^itway 
Turned to the shore, where that same warlike kird 
She in received ; but Atin by no way 
She would admit, albe the knight her modi did 
pray. 

Eftsoons her shallow ship away did slide. 
More swift than swallow sheers the liquid sky, 
Withouten oar or pilot it to guide. 
Or winged canvas with the wind to fly : 
Only she turned a pin, and by and by 
It cut away upon the yielding wave ; 
Ne cared.she her course for to apply. 
For jt was taught the way which she would have. 
And both from rocks ami flats itself could wisely 
save. 

•And all the way the wanton damsel found 
New mirth her passenger to entertain ; 
For she in pleasant purpose did abound, 
And greatly joyed^ merry tales to feign, 
Of which a store-house did with her remain, - 



I 

i 



SIMfUNO SPSNSKR. 185 

Yet seemed nothing well they her became ; 

For all her words she drown'd with laughter vaiD, 

And wasted grace in utt'ring of the same, 

That tamed all her pleasannce to a scoffing game.' 

And other whiles vain toys she would devise . 
As her fantastic wit did most delight : 
Sometimes her head she fondly would aguiitf 
With gaudy garlands, or fresh flowrets dight 
About her. neck, or rings of rushes plight: 
Sometimes to do him laugh, she would assay 
To laugh at shaking of the leaves light. 
Or ta behold the water work and play 
About her little frigate^ therein making way. 

Her light behaviour and loose dalliance 

Gave wondrous great contentment to the knighl. 

That of his way he had no sovenaunce^ 

Nor care of vow'd revenge and cruel fight. 

But to weak wench did yield his martial might : 

So 'easy was to quench his flamed mind 

Withrone sweet drop of sensual delight; 

So easy is t' appease the stormy wind 

Of malice in the calm of pleasant womankind. 

Piverse discourses in their way they spent; 
'Mongst which Cymochles of her questioned 
Both what she was, and what the usage meant. 
Which in her oot she daily practised ? 
^* Vain man ! '' said she, ^* that wouldst be reckoned 
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A Stranger in thy home, and ignorant 
Of Phoedria (for so my name is read) 
Of Phoedria, thine own felk>w«8enrant : 
For thou to senre Acrasia thyself dost vaunt. 

In this wide inland sea, that hight by name 
The Idle Lake, my wandring ship I row. 
That knows her port, and thither sails by aim^ 
Ne care ne fear I how the wind do Uow, 
Or whether swift I wend or whether slow : 
Both slow and swift alike do serve my turn: 
Ne swelling Neptune, ne lond*thund'ring J«^, 
Can change my cheer, or make me ever mourn ; 
My little boat can safely pass this perilous boumeJ' 

Whiles thus she talked, and whiles thus she toy'dy 
They were far past the passage which he spake^ 
And come unts an island waste and veid. 
That floated in the midst of that great lake ; 
Theie her small goodelay her povt did make. 
And that gay pair issuing on the shore 
Disburthen'd her : their way they forward take < 
Into the land that laythem &ir before^ 
Whose pleasaunce die hkn shew'd, and plentiful 
great store. 

It was a chosen plot of fertile land. 
Amongst wide waves set mce a little nest^ 
As if it had by Nature's cunning hand 
Been choicely pidced outfrom aU the rest. 
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And laid forth for^nsaimple of the be$t : 
No dainty floirer or herb that grows on ground. 
Nor arboret with painted blossoms drest, 
And smelling sweet, but there it might be found 
To bud out fair, and throw her sweet dmells all' 
around. 

No tree, whose branches did not bravely spring ; 
No branchy whereon a fine bird did not sit ; 
No bird, but did her shrill notes sweetly sing; 
No song, but did contain a lovely dit« 
Trees, branches, birds, and songs, were framed fit 
For to allure frail mind to careless ^ese. 
Careless the man soon woxe, and his weak wit 
Was overcome of thing that did him please : 
So pleased, did his wrathful purpose &ir appease. 

Thus when she had his eyes and senses fed 
With false delights, and £ill*d with pleasures vain. 
Into a shady dale she soft him led. 
And laid him down upon a grassy plain. 
And her sweet sel^ without dread or disdain. 
She set beside, laying his head disarmed 
In her loose lap, it sofUy ta sustain. 
Where soon he slumber'd, fearing not be harmM; 
The whiles with a love-lay she thus him sweetly 
charm'd : 
« • •■ . 

^* Behold, O man ! that toilsome pains dost take. 
The flowers, the fields, and all that pleasant grows, 
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How they themselTes do thine eosample make^ 
Whiles nothing envious Nature them forth throws 
Out of her fruitftil lap : how no man knows 
They spring, they bud^ they blossom fresh and 

fair, 
And deck the world with their rich pompous shows ; 
Yet no man for them taketh pains or care, 
Yfet no man to them can his careful pains compare. 

« The lily, lady of the flowering field. 
The flower-de-luce, her lovely paramour. 
Bid thee to them thy fruitless labours yield. 
And soon leave off this toilsome weary stour ; 
Lo, lo ! how brave $he decks her bounteous bower. 
With silken curtains and gold coverlets, 
Therein to shroud her sumptuous belamoure ; 
Yet neither spins nor cards, ne cares nor frets^ 
But to her mother Nature all her care she lets. 

<< Why then dost thou, O Man, that of them all 
Art lord, and eke of Nature sovereign. 
Wilfully make thyself a wretched thrall. 
And waste thy joyous hours in needless pain, 
Seeking for danger and adventure vain > 
What boots it all to have and nothing use ? 
Who shall him rue that, swimming in the main, 
Will die for thirst, ^nd water doth refuse ? 
Refuse such fruitier toil and present pleasures 
• choose." 



/ 
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By this she had him lulled fast asleep,^ 
That of no worldlj' thing he care did take ; 
Then she with liquors strong his eyes did steep. 
That nothing should him hastily awake : 
So she him left, and did herself betake 
Unto her boat again, with which she cleft 
The slothful wave of that great grisly lake ; ^ 
Soon she that island far behind her lefl. 
And now is come to that same place where first she 
weft. 

By this time was the worthy Guyon brought 
Unto the other side of that wide strand 
Where she was rowing, and for passage sought : 
Him needed not long call ; she soon to hand 
Her ferry brought, where him she biding found 
With his sad guide : himself she took aboard, 
But the black palmer suffered still to stand, 
Ne would for price or prayers once afford 
To ferry that old man over the perilous ford, 

Guyon was loath to leave his guide behind. 
Yet being enter*d might not back retire ; 
For the flit bark obeying to her mind. 
Forth launched quickly, as she did desire, 
Ne gave him leave to bid that aged sire 
Adieu, but nimbly ran her wonted course 
Through, the dull billows, thick as troubled mire, 
Whom neither wind, out of their seat could force. 
Nor timely tides did drive out of their sluggish 
source. 
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And by the way, as was her wonted guiae^ 
Her merry fit alie fipMMy gm- to rear. 

And did of joy and jollity deviaei 
Herself to cherish, and her guest to cheer. 
The knight was courteous, and did not forbear 
Her honest mirth and pleasaunce to partake ; 
But when he saw her toy, and gibe^ and jeer, - 
And pass the bonds of modeit mearimakei 
Her dalliance he despis'd, and follies did forsake. 

Yet she still followed her former style, 

And said, and did all that mote him delight, 

Till they arrired in that pleasant isle, 

Where sleepbg late she left her other knight : 

But whenas Guyon of that land had sight. 

He wist himself amiss, and angry said, 

** Ah ! Dame, perdy ye have not done me riglit. 

Thus to mislead me, whiles I you obeyed : 

Me little needed from my right way to have stray'd." 

** Fair Sir !'' quoth she, ** be not displeas'd at all ; 
Who &res on sea may not command his way, 
Ne wind and weather at his pleasure call ; 
The sea is wide, and easy for to stray. 
The wind unstable, and doth never stay : 
But here a while ye may in safety rest, 
Till season serve new passage to assay : 
Better safe port, than be in seas dlstrest** 
Thtfrewith she laugh'd, and did her earnest end in 
jest. 
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But he, half discontent^ mote natheless 
Himself appease, and issued forth on shore ; 
The joys whereof, and happy fruitfulness, 
Such as he saw, she gan him lay before. 
And all though pleasant, yet she made much mor^. 
The fields did lau^, the flowers did freshly spring. 
The trees did bud^ and early blossoms bora, 
And all the quire of birds did sweetly sing^ 
.And told the garden*B pleasures in their caroling. 

And she^ more sweet than any bird on bough, 
Would oftentimes amongst them bear a part. 
And strive to pass (as she could well enough) 
Their native music by her skilful art : 
So did she all, that might his constant heart 
Withdraw from thought of warlike enterprise, 
And drown in dissolute delights i^art. 
Where noise of artns^ or view of martial guise 
Might not revive desire of nightly exercise. 

But he was wise, and wary of her will. 
And ever held his hand upon his heart ; 
Yet would not seem so rude and thewed ill, 
As to despise so courteous seeming part. 
That gende lady did to him impart ; 
But fairly tempering, fond desire subdued, 
And ever her desired to depart ; 
She list not h^ar, but her disports pursue'd/ 
: And ever bade him stay till time the tide rene#'d. 
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And now by this CymochlcM* hour was spenty 

That he awoke out of his idle dream ; 

And shaking off his drowsy dreriment, 

*Gan him advise how ill did him beseem 

la slothful sleep his moulten heart to steme. 

And quench the brand of his conceived ire ; 

Tho* up he started, stirrM with shame extreme^ 

Ne stayed for his damsel to enquire. 

But marched to the strand, there passage to require. 

And in the way he with Sir Guyon met> 

Accompanied with Phsedria the fair ; 

Eftsoons he gan to rage and inly fret, 

Crying^ ** Let be that lady debonair. 

Thou recreant knight, and soon thyself prepare 

To battle, if thou mean her love to gain. 

Lo, lo, already how the fowls in air 

Do flock, awaiting shortly to obtain 

Thy carcass for their prey, the guerdon of thy pun/' 

And therewithal he fiercely at him flew. 
And with importune outrage him assail'd ; 
Who soon prepared, to field his sword forth drew. 
And him with equal value countervailed ; 
Their mighty strokes their haberieons dismailM, 
And naked made each other's manly spalles ; 
The mortal steel dispiteously entail*d 
Deep in their flesh, quite through the iron walk. 
That 8 lai;ge purple stream adown their giambeux 
falls. 
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CymochleSy that had never met before 

So puissant foe, with envious despight 

His proud more presumed force encreased. 

Disdaining to be held so long in fight. 

Sir Guyon, grudging not so much his might. 

As those unknightly railings which he spoke. 

With wrathful fire his courage kindled bright. 

Thereof devising shortly to be wroke, 

And doubling all his powers, redoubled every stroke. 

Both of them high at once their hands enhaunst. 
And botli at once their huge blows down did sway : 
Cymochles* sword on Quyon's shield yglaunst. 
And thereof nigh one quarter shear'd away : 
But Guyon's angry blade so fierce did play 
On th' other's helmet, which as Titan shone. 
That quite it clove his plumed crest in tway. 
And bared all his head- into the bone, 
Wherewith astonished still he stood as senseless 
stone. 

Still as he stood, fair Pbaedria (that beheld 

That deadly danger) soon atweene them ran. 

And at their feet herself most humbly fell'd. 

Crying with piteous voice and count'nance wan, 

*< Ah ! well away ! most noble lords, how can 

Your cruel eyes endure so piteous stglit 

To shed your. lives on. ground ? woe worth the man 

That first did .teach-the cursed.steel to bite 

In his own flesh, and make way to the living spright! 

VOL. I. o 
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<<lfeirerlareor]adjiUd 
Yoor iron breasti, or fkj oovld find pbcew 
Withhold jonr bloodj hands from battle fiooe; 
And tith for me je fights to me this grace 
Both jidd, to staj jov deadly strife a spaoe;^* 
Thej. stajr^ airfafle, and fixrth she gan proceed: 
** Most wretched troman, and of wicked race. 
That am the aotfaor of this heinous deed. 
And caose of death between two doughy knigfati 
do breed. 

** Bat if for me je figfat^ or me will senre. 
Not ibk rude kind of battle^ nor these anas 
Are meet, the which do men in bale to stenre. 
And dcrfefbl sorrow heap with deadly harms : 
Such cruel game mj scarmi^s disarms. 
Another war and other weapons I 
Do love, where love does give his sweet alarms 
Without bloodshed^ and where the enemv 
Does yield unto his foe a pleasant victory. 

^ Debateful strife and cruel enmity 

The famous name of knighthood foully shend ; 

But lovely peace and gentle amity. 

And in amours the passing hours to spend> 

The mighty martial hands do most commend ; 

Of love they ever greater glory bore 

Than of their arms : Mars is Cupido*s friend. 

And is for Venus' loves renowned more 

Than aU his wars and spofls the whidi he did of yoiie/* 
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Therewith she sweetly smil'd. They, though full 

bent. 
To prove extremities of bloody fight, 
Yet at her speech their rages gan relent. 
And calm the sea of their tempestuoas spite : 
Such power have pleasing words : such is the might 
Of courteous clemency in gentle heart; 
Now after all was ceas*d, the Faery Knight 
Besought that damsel suffer him depart. 
And yield him ready passage to that other part. 

She no less glad than he desirous was 

Of his departure thence ; for of her joy 

And vain delight she saw he light did pass, 

A foe of folly and immodest toy,. 

Still solemn sad, or stiii disdainful coy, 

Delighting all in arms and cruel war, 

That her sweet peace and pleasures did annoy, 

Troubled with terror and unquiet jar, 

That she well pleas'd was thence to amove him far* 

Tlio* him she brought aboard, and her swift boat 
Forthwith directed to that further strand. 
That which on the dull waves did lightly float. 
And soon arrived on the shallow sand. 
Where gladsome Guy on sailed forth to land. 
And to that damsel thanks gaare for reward: 
Upon that shore he espied Atin stand. 
There by his master left, when iate he far'd 
In Phsedria*s fleet bark, over that perlous shard. 

02 
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SIR GCJTON, GUIDBD BY THB PALMSR TSMPER- 
ANC£^ PASSBS THB DANGBRS OF THB BOWIIR 
OF BLISS. 

With that the rolling sea resounding soil. 

In his big base them fitly answered. 

And on the rock the waves breaking aloft, 

A solemn mean unto them measured ; 

The whiles sweet Zephyrus loud whistled 

His treble, a strange kind of harmony. 

Which Guyon*s senses softly tickled. 

That he the boatman bade row easily. 

And let him hear some part of their rare melody* 

But him the palmer from that vanity 

With temperate advice discounselled. 

That they it past, and shortly gan descr}** 

The l^d to which their course they levelled ; 

When suddenly a gross fog overspread 

With his dull vapour all that desert has. 

And heaven's cheerful face enveloped. 

That all things one, and one as nothing was, 

And this great universe seem'd one confused niass. 

Thereat they greatly were dismay'd, ne wist 
How to direct their way in darkness wide. 
But fear'd to wander in that wasteful mist, 
For tumbling into mischief unespied : 
Worse is the danger hidden than descried* 
Suddenly an innumerable flight 
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Of harmful fowls about them flutteiing cried,. . 
And Y(ith their wicked wings theni oft did smite. 
And sore annoy'd, groping in that griesly nights 

Even all the nation of unfortunate 

And fatal birds about them flocked were, 

Such as by nature men abhor and hate ; 

The ill-fac'd owl, death's dreadful messenger;. 

The hoarse night-raven, trump of doleful drear ; . 

The leather-winged bat^ day's enemy ; 

The rueful strich^ still waiting on the bier ; 

The whistler shrill, that whoso hears doth die ; 

The hellish harpies, prophets of sad destiny : 

All those, and all that else does horror breeds 
About them flew, and fiU'd their sails with fear; 
Yet stay'd they not, but forward did proceed. 
Whiles the one did row, and th' other stiffly steer; 
Till that at last the weather gan to clear. 
And the fair land itself did plainly sho#. 
Said then the palmer, ^< Lo where does appear 
The sacred soil where all our perils grow» . 
Therjefore^ Sir Knight, your ready arms about you 
throw." 

He hearken'd, and his arms about him took, 
The whiles the nimble boat so well her sped, , 
That with her crooked keel the land she struck ; 
Then forth the noble Guyon sallied. 
And his sage palmer that hioi .governed ; 
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But thex)ther by hiis boat behind did stay. 
They marched ^rly forth, 6f nought ydred. 
Both firmly ann*d for ev^ry hard assay, 
With constancy and care, gainst danger and dismay. 

Ere long .they heard an hideous bellowing 
Of many beasts, that roar*d outrageously* 
As if that Hunger's point, or Venus* sUhg, 
Had them enraged with fell surquedry ; 
Yet nought they fear'd, but past on hardily, 
Until they came in view of those wild beasts. 
Who all at once, gaping full greedily, 
And rearing fiercely their upstarting crests, 
Ran towards to devour those unexpected guests. 

But soon as they approach'd with deadly threat, 
The palmer over them his staff upheld, - 
Hii mighty st&it, that could alt charms defeat ; 
Eftsoons tlieir stubborn courages #ei« qiiefl'd, 
And high-advanced crests do^n meekly ^H'dr 
Instead of fraying they themselves did feaSf, 
And trembled, as them passing they beheld : 
8u6h'wond'rbus power did^in that staff app^r. 
All monsters to subdue to him that did'it beah 

Of that tAme' wood it framM was cunningly ' 
Of which Caducetis whileome was riia<fe,'- ' 
Caduceus, the r6d of Mfercciry, 
With which he wbnt tbe^ Stygian realms invade 
Through ghastly horror and eternal shade ; '^ 
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Th' infernal fiencU with it he can assuage^ 
And Orcus tame^ whom nothing can persuade. 
And rule the furies when they most do raget 
Such virtue in his staff had eke this palmer sage. 

Tlience passing forth, they shortly do arrive 
Whereat the Bower of Bliss was situate ; 
A place pick'd out by choice of best alive. 
That Nature's work by art can imitate: 
In which whatever in this worldly state 
Is sweet and pleasing unto living sense, 
Or that may daintiest fantasy aggrate. 
Was poured forth with plentiful dispense. 
And made there to abound with lavish affluence. 

Goodly it was, enclosed round about, 
As well their entered guests to keep within, 
As those unruly beasts to hold without^ - 
Yet was the fence thereof but weak and thin ; 
Nought fear*d they force that fortilage to win, 
But Wisdom's power, and. Temperance's might. 
By which the mightiest things effoi^d been; 
And eke the gate was wrought ctf substance light. 
Rather for pleasure than for battery or fight. 

It framed was of precious ivory. 

That seem'd a work of admirable wit. 

And therein all the famous history 

Of Jason and Medsea was ywrit ; 

Her mighty charms, her furious loving fit, 
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His goodly conquest of the Golden Fleece^ 
His ftlsed faith, and love too lightly flit. 
The wondered Argo, which, in venturous peace. 
First through the Euxine seas bore all the flow^ of 
Greece. 

Ye might have seen the frothy billows fry 

Under the ship, as thorough them she went^ 

That seem*d the waves were into ivory, " 

Or ivory into the waves, were sent; 

And otherwhere the snowy substance sprent 

With vermeil, like the boy's blood therein shed^ - 

A piteous spectaele did represent ; 

And otherwhiles, with gold besprinkled. 

It seem*d th' enchanted flame which did Creusa wed. 

All this, and more, might in that goodly gate 

Be read, that ever open stood to all 

Which thither came ; but in the porch there sat 

A comely personage, of stature tall. 

And semblance pleasing, more than natural. 

That travellers to him seem'd to entice ; 

His looser garment to the ground did fall. 

And flew about his heels in wanton wise, 

Not fit for speedy pace or manly exercise. 

They in that place him Genius did call ; 
Not that celestial. power to whom the care 
Of life, and generation of all 
That lives^ pertains in charge particulari 
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Who wond*rous things concerning our welfare. 
And strange phantoms, doth let us oft foresee. 
And oft of secret ills bids us beware, 
That is ourself, whom though we do not see. 
Yet each doth in himself it well perceive to be : 

Therefore a god him sage antiquity 

Did wisely make, and good Agdist^ call ; 

But this same was to that quite contrary. 

The foe of life, that good envies to alV; 

That secretly doth us procure to fall 

Through guileful semblance, which he makes us see* 

He of this garden had the govemale^ 

And Pleasure's porter was devised to be, 

Holding a staff in hand for more formality.' 

Witli divers flowers he daintily was deck'd 
And strewed round about, and by his side 
A mighty mazer bowl of wine was set. 
As if it had to him been sacrified, 
Wherewith all new-come guests he gratified ; 
So did he eke Sir Giiyon passing by : 
But he his idle courtesy defied^ 
And overthrew his bowl disdainfully, 
And broke his staff, with which he charged sem- 
blants sly. 

Thus being enter*d, they behold around 
A large and spacious plain, on every side 
Strewed with pleasances ; whose fair grassy ground. 
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Tbcir leader bodi or Icsves to 

Kor floorcUiig heat, Bar cold 

T afict the dcauscs whidi thcica did d«dl ; 

But tbe mad air, witli naMia awi d cia te , 

Gentlj at t e m p ered, and difpoted so well. 

That itiO it bieadied forth sweet qarit and whola> 



More tareet and wholesome than die rVatsft hiE 
Of Rbodope, on which the i^mph, that boie 
A giant babe, hersdf for grief did Ul; 
Or the Thessalian Tenipey where of yore 
Fair Daphne Fhoebas' heart with krre did goie ; 
Of Ida, whelfe the gods loir*d to repair 
Whenever they their heavenly bowers foriore ; 
Or sweet Parnasse, the hannt of muses foir ; 
Or £den self, if aoght with Eden mote compare. 

Much wonder'd Guymi at the fiiir aspect 
Of that sweet place^ yet su&r'd no delight 
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To sink into' his sehse^ nor mind ttSect ; 
But passed forth, and look'd still forward right. 
Bridling his will, and mastering his might, 
' Till that he came unto another gate ; 
No gate, but like one, being goodly dight 
With boughs and branches, which did broad dilate 
Their clasping arms, in wanton wreathings intricate. 

So fashioned a porch with rare device, 
Arch'd over head with an embracing vine. 
Whose bunches hanging down seem'd to entice 
All passers by to taste their luscious wine. 
And did themselves into their hands incline. 
As freely ofiering to be gathered ; 
Some deep empurpl'd as the hyacine, 
Some as the rubine, laughing sweetly red. 
Some like ihir emeraudes not y6t wdl ripened : 

• ■ • • • ' 

And them amongst some were of burnish'd gold. 

So made by art to beautify the rest. 

Which did themselves amongst the leaves enfold. 

As lurking from the view of covetouia guest. 

That the weak boughs, with so rich load oppressed. 

Did bow adown as overburtheried/' ' *> ■ • ! ' 

Under thiat porch a comely dkni^ did rest, 

Clad in' fair weedSj but foid disordered, ' 

And jgarments loose, that seem*d unnheet for woman- 
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In her left hand a cup of gold she held. 
And with her right the riper fruit did reach^ 
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Whose sappy liquor, that with fuUness swelPd, 

Into her cup she scruz*d with dainty breach 

Of her fine fingers, without foul empeach 

That so fair wine-press made the wine more 

sweet : 

Thereof she us'd to give to drink to each. 

Whom passing by she happened to meet : 

It was her guise all strangers goodly so to greet* 

I 

So she to Guyon ofier'd it to taste*: 
Who, taking it out of her tender hand. 
The cup to ground did violently cast, 
That all in pieces it was broken fond, 
And with the liquor stained all the land : 
Whereat Excess exceedingly was wroth, 
Yet no*te the same amend, ne yet withstand. 
But suffered him to pass, all were she lothe. 
Who, nought regarding her displeasure, forward 
goeth. 

There the most dainty paradise on ground 
Itself doth offer to his sober eye, 
In which all pleasures plenteously abound, 
And none does other's happiness envy ; 
The painted flowers, the trees upshooting high ; 
The dales for shade, the hills for breathing space ; 
The trembling groves, the crystal running by; 
And that which all fair works doth most aggrace. 
The art, which all that wrought, appeared in no 
place. 
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One would have thought, (so cunningly the rude 
And scorned parts were mingled with the fine) 
That Nature had for wantonness ensude 
Art, and that Art at Nature did repine -, 
So striving each th* other to undermine. 
Each did the other^s work more beautify. 
So differing both in wills agreed in fine : 
So all agreed, through sweet diversity, 
This garden to adorn with all variety. 

And in the midst of all a fountain stood, 

Of richest substance that on the earth might be. 

So pure and shiny, that the silver flood 

Through every channel running one might see : 

Most goodly it with curious imagery 

Was over- wrought, and shapes of naked boys, 

Of which some seemed, with lively jollity, 

To fly about, playing their wanton toys. 

Whilst others did themselves embay in liquid joys. 

And over all of purest gold was spread 
A trayle of ivy in his native hue ; 
For the rich metal was so coloured. 
That wight, who did not well advisM it view. 
Would surely deem it to be ivy true : 
Low hb lascivious arms adown did creep. 
That themselves, dipping in the silver dew 
Their fleecy flowers, they fearfully did steep. 
Which drops of crystid seem'd for wantonness to 
weep. 
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Infinite streains continually did well 

Out of this fountain, sweet and fair to $ee» 

The which into an ample laver fell. 

And shortly grew to so great quantity. 

That like a little lake it seemed to be, . 

Whose depth exceeded not three cubits height, • 

That through the waves one might, the bottom jsee^ 

All pav*d beneath with jasper, shining bright, 

That seem'd the fountain in that sea did sail uprights. 

And all the margent round about was set 
With shady laurel trees, thence to defend 
The sunny beams which on the l^illows l>eat. 
And those which therein bathed mote offend. 
As Guyon happen'd by the same to wend. 
Two naked damsels he therein espied. 
Which therein bathing, seoiped to contend 
And wrestle wantonly, ne car'tf;tQ hide 

Their dainty parts from view of any which them eyM. 

******* ^* 

As that fair star, the messenger of morn. 
His dewy face out of the sea doth rear ; 
Or as the Cyprian goddess, newly bom 
Of th' ocean's fruitful froth, did first appear : 
Such seemed they, and so their yellow heare 
Crystalline humour dropped down apace. 
Whom such when Guyon saw, he drew him near^ 
And somewhat 'gaa relent his earnest pace ; . 
His stubborn breast 'gan secret pleasaunce to em- 
brace. 
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Oh which when gazing him the palmer saw. 

He much rebuk'd those wand'ring eyes of his, 

Andy counselled weH, him forwatd thence did draw* 

Now are they come Digh tO' the Boirer of Bliss, 

Of her fond favourites so nam'd amiss ; 

When thus the paltner : M Now/ Sir, well avise. 

For here the end of all our travel is ; 

Here wonnes Acrasia, whom we must surprise,' 

Else she will slip away, and all our 6nh despise. 
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Eftsoons they heard a most melodious sound. 

Of all that mote delight a dainty ear. 

Such as at once might not on living ground, 

Save in this paradise, be heard elsewhere : 

Right hard it was for wight which did it hear, 

To rede what manner music that mote be ; 

For all that pleasing is to living ear. 

Was there consorted in one harmony ; 

Birds, voices, instruments, winds, waters, all agree. 

The joyous birds, shrouded in cheerful shade. 
Their notes unto the voice attemper'd <sweet ; 
Th' angelical soft trembling voi<^es made 
To th' instruments divine respondence meet ; 
The silver«80unding instruments did meet 
With the base murmur of the water's fall 3 
The water's fall with differnice discreet^ 
Now soft, now loud, iint6 the wind did call ; 
The gentle warbling wind low ancwered to all. 
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GLAUCB ANB BRITOMART EXPLORING THB CAVB 

OF MERUN. 
«« « « « « « « 

Full many ways within her troubled mind 
Old Glauce cast to cure this lady's grief; 
Full many ways she sought, but none could find. 
Nor herbs, nor charms, nor counsel, that is chief 
And choicest medicine for sick heart's relief; 
Forthy great care she took, and greater fear. 
Least that it should her turn to foul reprief. 
And sore reproach, whenso her father dear 
Should of his dearest daughter's hard, misfortune 
hear. 

At last she her adyis*d, that he which made 

That mirror wherein the sick damosel 

So strangely viewed her strange lover's shade. 

To weet the learned Merlin, well could tell 

Under what coast of heaven the man did dwell. 

And by what means his love might best be wrought ; 

For though beyond the Afric Ismael, 

Or th' Indian Peru he were, she thought 

Him forth through infinite endeavour to have sought. 

Forthwith themselves disguising both in strange 
And base attire, that none might them bewray. 
To Maridunum, that is now by change 
Of name Cayr-Merdin call'd, they took their way; 
There the wise Merlin whylome wont (they say) 
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To make his wonne^ low underneath the ground^ 
In a deep ^^Ive, far from the view of day ; 
That of BO living wight he mote^be found, 
Whenso he counseled, with his sprites encompassed 
round. 

• ■ . ' • / 

And if thou ever happen that same way 
To travel^ go to see that dreadful place : 
It is an hideous hollow cave (they say) 
Under a rock that lies a little space 
From the swift Barry, tumbling down apace 
Amongst the woody hills of Dynevowre : 
But dare thou not, I charge, in any case, ' ' 
To enter into that same baleful bower. 
For fear the cruel fiends should thee uhwares de- 
vour. 

But standing high aloft, low lay thine ear. 
And- there such ghastly noise of iron chains. 
And brazen cauldrons thou shalt rumbling hear,' 
Which thousand sprites, with long- enduring pains. 
Do toss, that it will stun thy feeble brains ; 
And oftentimes great groans and grievous stounds. 
When too huge toil and labour them constrains,' 
And oftentimes loud strokes and ringing sounds. 
From under that deep rock most horribly rebounds. 

The cause, some say, is this : a little while 
Before that Merlin dfied^ he did intend 
A brazen wall id* compass to compile . 

VOL. K p 
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AboMt CaimiardiDi and did it cpnunend 
Unto these sprites to bring to perfect end ; 
During which work the Lady of the Lake» 
Whom long he lov'dy foir him in haste did send, 
"Who thereby forc*d his workmen to forsake^ 
Them bound till his return their labour not to slake. 

In the mean time, through that fake lady's tnun. 

He was surpriz'd and buried under bier, 

Ne ever to his work retumM again ; 

Nathless those fiends may not their work forbear. 

So greatly his commahdement they fear. 

But there do toil and travail day and night. 

Until that bra^n wall they up do rear ; 

For Merlin had in magic more insight 

Than ever him before or after living wight* 

For he by words could call put of the sky 
Both sun and moon, and make them him obey ; 
The land to sea, and sea to mainland dry. 
And darksome night he eke could turn to day: 
Huge hosts of men he coidd alone dismay, 
And hosts of men of meanest things codd frame^ 
Wheaso him list his enemies to fray; 
That to this day, for terror of his &me. 
The fiends do .quake when any him I9 tbem doeft 
name. 

And sooth men say, thal^ be was not tl^e soa. 
Of mort^ sire, gv other living wi^lit^ : 
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But wond*rouBly begotten and begone 
By fidse illusion of a guileful sprite 
0>n a fair lady nun, that whilom hilht 
Matilda, daughter to PubicKus, L 
Who was the lord of Mathtraval bf right. 
And cousin unto king Ambrosius J 
Whence he endued was with skill so marrellous. ' 

They here arriving, stay*d dwhile without, 

Ne durst adventure rashly in to wend. 

But of their first intent *gan make new doubt 

For dread of danger, which it might portend. 

Until the hardy maid (with love to friend) 

Ilrst entering, the dreadful mage there found! 

Deep busied *bout work of wond'rous end. 

And writing strange characters in the ground. 

With which the stubborn fiends he to his service 

boimd. ^ 
« «^ « * * ^ « 



BBLPHOBBB VJNDS Tllf IAS WOUNBSD, AND CON- 
VETS HIM TO HER DVnSIXING. 

BOOK m. CANTO V. 

* * * * * ♦ * 

She on a day, as she pursu'd the chace 
Of some wild beast, which, with her arrows keen. 
She wounded had, the same along did trace 
By tract of blood, which she had Areshly seen 
To have besprinkled all the grassy green ^ 



I 



24 2 SyDMUND SPENS^R« 

By the great pikrsue which she there perceiy^d^ / ; 
Well hoped she the beast engor'd had been^ 
And made more haste the life to have bereav'd ^ 
But ah ! her expectation greatly was deceived. 

Shortly she came whereas that woeful squire. 
With blood deformed, lay in deadly swound ; 
In whose fair eyes, like lamps of quenched fire. 
The crystal humour stood congealed round $ 
His locks, like faded leaves, fallen to ground, 
Knotted ' with bload, in bunches rudely ran, 
And his sweet lips, on which, before that stound. 
The bud of youth to blossom fair began, 
Spoil'd of their tobj red, were waxen pale and^wan. 

Saw never living eye more heavy sight, 

That could have made a rock of stone to rue 

Or rive in twain ; which when that lady bright 

Besides all hope, with melting eyes did view. 

All suddenly abash'd^ she changed hue. 

And with stern horror backward gan to start ; 

But when she better him beheld, she grew 

Full of soft passion and unwonted smart ; 

The point of pity pierced through her tender heart. 

Meekly she bowed down, to weet if life 
Yet in his frozen members did retain. 
And feeling, by his pulse's beating rife 
That the weak «oul her seat did y^t remain,. 
She cast to cpmfort him with busy pain : 



« 



His double-folded neck she reared upright. 

And rubb'd his temples and each trembling vein ; • 

His mailed haberjon she did undight. 

And from his head his heavy burganet did light. 

Into the woods thenceforth in haste she went. 
To seek for herbs that mote him remedy. 
For she of herbs had great intendiment. 
Taught of the nyniph which from her infancy 
Her nursed had in true nobility ; 
There, whether it divine tobacco were, 
Or panacaea, or polygeny. 
She found, and brought it to her patient dear, ' 
Who all this while lay bleeding out his heart-blood 
near. 

The sovereign weed, betwixt two marbles plain, 
She pounded small, and did in pieces bruise. 
And then atween her lily handes twain 
Into his wound the juice thereof did scruze, 
And round about (as she could well it use) 
The flesh therewith she suppled and did steep, 
T* abate all spasm, and soak the swelling bruise ; 
And after having searched the intuse deep. 
She with her scarf did bind the wound, from cold to 
keep. 

By tliis he had sweet life recur'd again, . 
And groaning inly deep^ at last hb eyes, . 
His watery eyes, drizzling like dewy noQ, ■■' . 
He up 'gan lift toward the asure skies,-. 
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From whence descend all hopeless remedies : 
Therewith he sigb'd ; and turning him aude. 
The goodly maid, full of divinities. 
And gifts of heavenly grace, he by him spied, 
Her bow and gilden quiver lying him beside. 

^* Mercy, dear Lord I** said he, ** what grace is this 
That thou hast shewed to me, sinful wight^ 
To send thine angel from her bower of blis^ 
To comfort me in my distressed plight ? 
Angel, or goddess, do I call thee right ? 
What service may I do unto thee meet. 
That hast from darkness me retum'd to light. 
And with thy heavenly salves. and medicines sweet 
Hast drest my sinful wounds ? I kiss thy blessed 
feet." 



Thereat she blushing said, '< Ah ! gentle Squire, 

Nor goddess I, nor angel, but the maid 

And daughter of a woody nymph, desire 

No service but thy safety and aid. 

Which if thou gain, I shall be well apaid. 

We mortal wights^ whose lives and fortunes be 

To common accidents still open laid. 

Are bound with common bond of frailty, 

To succour wretched wights whom we captired see. 

By this her damsels, which the former cha^e 

Had undertaken after her, arrived. 

As did Belpbosbe, in the Ueod^ pl^e. 

And thereby deem'd the beast had. been deprivM 
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<)f life whom lat< their lady*# arroW riv'd ; 
Fbrthy the bloody tract they fdlowed &8t, 
And every one to run the swiftest striv'd ; 
But two of them the rest far overpast, 
And where their lady was arrived at the last. 

Where, when they saw that goodly hoy widi blood 
Defouled, and their lady dress his wpund, 
They wondered much, and shortly understood 
How him in deadly case their lady found* 
And rescued out of the heavy stound : 
Eftsoons his warlike courser, which was strayed 
Far in the woods, whiles that he lay in swownd. 
She made those damsels search ; which being stay*d, 
They did him set thereon, and forthwith them con* 
vey*i 

Into that forest far they thence him led. 
Where was their dwelling, in a pleasant glade. 
With mountuns round about environed, 
And mighty woods which did the valley shade 
And like a stately theatre it made. 
Spreading itself into a spacious plain ; 
And in the- midst a little river play'd 
Amongst the pumice stonesy which seem'd to .plain 
With gentle inurmur, that his course they did re> 
strain. 

Beside the same a dainty place there lay. 
Planted with myrtle trees isd laurels green. 
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In which the birds sang many, a lonely lay 

Of God's high praise, and of their. sw^t lores '. 

teen. 
As it an earthly paradise had been ; . 

In whose enclosed shadow there was pight 
A fair pavilion, scarcely to be seen. 
The which was all within mo/st richly dight. 
That greatest princes living it mote well delight* 

Thither they brought that wounded squire, and laid 

In easy couch his feeble.limbs to rest: 

He rested him a while, and then the maid 

His ready wound with better salves new drest ; 

Daily she dressed him, and did the best 

His grievous hurt to guarish ^ that she might, . 

That shortly he his dolour had redrest, 

And his foul sore reduced to fair plight ; 

It she reduced, but himself destroyed quite., 

O foolish physic, and unfruitful pain. 

That heals up one, and makes another wound ; 

She his hurt thigh to him recur'd again, 

But hurt his heart, the which before was sound. 

Through an unwary dart, which did rebound 

From her fair eyes and gracious countenance : 

What boots it him from death to be unbound^ 

• 

To be captived in endeless durance 

Of sorrow and despair without allegiance ? 

« « * , * * * * '. • 

* • • • • . " . 

> Sorrow.-^ QeaJ, , ~ 
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Thus warred he long time Against hift will. 

Till that through weakness he wag forc*d at last > 

To yield himself unto the mighty ill. 

Which as a victor proud 'gan ransack fast 

His inward parts, and all his entrails waste. 

That neither blood in face, nor life in heart. 

It lefl^ but both did quite dry up and blast. 

As piercing levin, which the inner part 

Of every thing consumes, and cillcineth by art. 

Which seeing, fair Belphoebe 'gan to fear 

Least that his wound were inly well not heal'd. 

Or that the wicked steel empoison'd were ; 

Little she ween'd that love he close conceal'd ; 

Yet still he wasted as the snow congeal'd, : . 

When the ebright sun his beams thereon doth beat ; > 

Yet never he his heart to her reveaFd, 

But rather chose to die for sorrow great. 

Than with dishonourable terms her to entreat. 
* « « « * * * 



FROM SFENSER'S SONNETS. 



SONNET LXXXYI. 



Since I did leave the presence of my love. 
Many long weary days I have out:wom, 
And many nights that slowly seem'd to move 
Their sad protract from evening until mom. 
For, where as day the heaven doth adorn. 
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I wish chat night the noyoiu day would end ; 
And when as night hath us of light forlorn^ 
I wish that day would shortly reascend. 
Thus I the time with expectation spend. 
And fain my grief with changes to beguile. 
That further seems his term still to extend. 
And maketh every minute seem a mile. 
So sorrow still doth seem too long to kst. 
But joyous hours do fly away too fast* 



sonhet Lxxxvrn. 



Like as the culver, on the bared bough. 
Sits mourning for the absence of her mate, 
And in her songs sends many a wishful vow 
For his return that seems to linger late ; 
So I alone, now left disconsolate, 
Moura to myself the absence of my love. 
And, wand'ring here and there, all desolate. 
Seek with my plaints to match that mournfiil dove : 
Ne joy of aught that under heaven doth hove> 
Can comfort me but her own joyous sight. 
Whose sweet aspect both God and man can move. 
In her unspotted pleasures to delight. 
Dark is my day, whiles her fair light I miss, 
And dead my life, that wants such lively bliss. 



POETRY OF UNCERTAIN AUTHORS 

OF 

THE END OF THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY. 



THB soul's £RRANI>. 
FROM DAVISON'S POETICAL RHAPSODY. 

This bold and spirited poem has been ascribed to 
several authors, but to none on satisfactory au* 
thorhy. It can be traced to MS. of a date as early 
as 1593, when Francis Davison, who published it 
in his Poetical Rhapsody, was too young to be sup- 
posed, with much probability, to have written it ; 
and as Davison's work was a compilation, his claims 
to it must be very doubtful. Sir Egerton Brydges has 
published it among Sir Walter Raleigh's poems, but 
without a tittle of evidence to shew that it was the 
production of that great man. Mr. Ellis gives it to 
Joshua Sylvester, evidently by mistake. Whoever 
looks at the folio vol. of Sylvester's poems, will see 
that Joshua uses the beautiful original n;ierely as a 
text, and has the conscience to print his own stuff in 
a way that shews it to be interpolated. Among 
those additions there occur some such execrable 
stanzas as the following : 

Say, soldiers are the sink 
Of sin to all the realm. 
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Giv'n all to whore and drink^ 
To quarrel and blaspheme. 

Tell townsmen, that because that 
They prank their brides so proud. 
Too many tunes it draws that 
Which makes them beetle-brow*d. 

Ohejam satis ! 

THB soul's errand. 

Co, Soul, the body's guest. 
Upon a thankless errand, 
Fear not to touch the best, 
The truth shall be thy warrant ; 
Go, since I needs must die. 
And give the world the lie. 

Go, tell the Court it glows. 
And shines like rotten wood; 
Go, tell the Church it shews 
What's good and doth no good^ 
If Church and Court reply, 
Then give them both the lie. 

Tell potentates they live. 
Acting by others actions. 
Not lovM, unless they give, 
Not strong but by their factions ; 
If potentates reply, 
Cjrive potentates the lie. - 



POBXRT OF UNCIERTAIN AVTMOtLM* 221 

Tell men of high condition 
That rule afiiairs of state. 
Their purpose is amhition. 
Their practice only hate ; 
And if they once reply. 
Then give them all the lie* 

Tell them that brave it most. 
They beg for more by spending. 
Who, in their greatest cost. 
Seek nothing but commending ; 
And if they make reply. 
Then give them all the lie. 

Tell Zeal it lacks devotion. 
Tell Love it is but lust. 
Tell Time it is but motion, 
Tell Flesh it is but dust ; 
And wish them not reply. 
For thou must give the He. 

Tell Age it daily wasteth. 
Tell Honour how it alterF, 
Tell Beauty how she blasteth. 
Tell Favour how she filters; 
And as they shall reply. 
Give every one the lie. 

Tell Wit how much it wrangles 
In treble points of niceness. 
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Tell Wttdom she entangles 
Herself in overwiseness ; 
And when they do reply. 
Straight give them both the lie. 

Tell Physic of her bokbMts, 
Tell Skill it is pretension. 
Tell Charity of coldness. 
Tell Law it is contention ; 
And as they do reply. 
So give them still the lie. 

Tell Fortune of her blindness, 
Tell Nature of decay, 
Tell Friendship of unkindness^ 
Tell Justice of delay ; 
And if ihey wiU reply. 
Then giro them all the lie. 

Tell arts they have no somidness. 

But vary by esteeming, 

Tell schools they want profoondhess^ 

And stand too much on seeming; 

If arts and schools reply. 

Give arts and schools Uie lie. 

Tell Faith its fled the city, 
- Tell how the country erreth^ 
Tell maidiood shakes o£Ppity^ 
Tell Virtiie least preferreth ( 
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And if thcfy do reply^ 
Spare not to give the lie. 

And when thou hast^ as I 
Commanded thee, done blabbing. 
Although to give the lie 
Deserves no less than stabbing ; 
Yet stab at thee who will. 
No stab the Soul can kill. 



CANZONET. 
FROM DAVnON'S RHAPSODY. BinT. 1608. 

The golden sun that brings the day^ 
And lends men light to see withal^ 
In vain doth cast his'beams away. 
When they are blind on whom they fall ; 
There is no force in all his light 
To give the mole a perfect sight. 

But thou, my sun, more bright than he 
That shines at noon in summer tide. 
Hast given me light and power to see 
With perfect skill my sight to guide; 
Till now I liv'd as blind as mole 
That hides her head in earthly hole. 

I heard the praise of Beauty's graces 
Yet deemed it nought but poet's skill. 
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I gaz*d on many a lovely face. 
Yet found I none to bend my will. 
Which made me think that beauty bright 
Was nothing else but red and white. 

But now thy beams have clear'd my sight, 
I blu^ to think I was so blind. 
Thy flaming eyes afford me light. 
That beauty's blaze each where I find ; 
And yet those dames that shine so bright. 
Are but the shadows of thy light. 



FBOM THE PHQSNIX NEST. EDIT. 1593. 

O NIGHT, O jealous nighty repugnant to my plea- 
sure, 

O night so long desired^ yet cross to my content. 

There's none but only thou can guide me to my 
treasure. 

Yet none but only thou that hindereth my intent. 

Sweet night, withhold thy beams, withhold them till 

to-morrow. 
Whose joy, in lack so long, a hell t)f torment 

breeds. 

Sweet night, sweet gentle night, do ndt prolong 
my sorrow, 

Desire is guide to me, and love no loadstar needs. 



Let sailors gaze on stars and moon so freshly shining. 
Let them that miss the way be guided by the light, 
I know my lady*s bower, there needs no more di- 

vining> 
Affection sees in dark, and love hath eyes by night. 

Dame Cynthia, couch awhile ; hold in thy horns for 

shining. 
And glad not lowering night with thy too glorious 

rays ; 
But be she dim and dark, tempestuous and rc" 

pining. 
That in her spite my sport may work thy endlbss 

praise. 

And when my will is done, then Cjmthia shine, 

good lady. 
All other nights and days in honour of that night. 
That happy, heavenly night, that night so dark and 

shady; 
Wherein my love had eyes that lighted my delight. 



FROM THE. SAME. 

The gentle season ef the year 

Hath made my blooming branch appear. 

And beautified the land with flowers ; 

The air doth savour with delight. 

The heavens dosmile to see the sights 

And yet mine eyes augment their ^oweVs) 

VOL. I; Q 
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. The meads are manlled all vrilh greai. 
The trembling leaves have clothed the trees, 
. The birds with feathers new do sing ; 
But ly poor soul, whom wrong doth rack. 
Attire myself in mourning black. 
Whose leaf doth fall amidst his spring. 

And as you see the scarlet rose 
in his sweet prime his buds disclose. 
Whose hue is with the sun revived ; 
' 80, in the April of mine age. 
My lively colours do assuage. 
Because my sunshine is deprived. 

My heart, that wonted was of yore, 
. Light as the winds, abroad to soar 
Amongst the buds, when beauty springs, 
. Now only hovers over you. 
As doth the bird that's taken new. 
And mourns when all her neighbours smgs. 

When every man \% bent to sport. 
Then, pensive, I alone resort 
Into some solitary walk. 
As doth the doleful turtle dove. 
Who, having lost her faithful lo^ae^ 
Sits mourning on some wither'd stalk. 

There to myself I do recount 

How far my woes my joys surmount. 
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How love requiteth me with hate, 
Hoir all mj pleasinrea end in pain. 
How hate doth say my hope is vain. 
How fortune frowns upon my state. 

And in this mobd^ charged with despair. 
With vapour'd sighs I dim the air. 
And to the Grods make this request. 
That by the ending of my life^ 
I may have truce with this strange strife. 
And bring my soul to better rest. 



SOXGS. 

FROM WILBTB'S MADRIGALS. BDn*. 1598. 

Lapt, your words do spite me. 

Yet yoBT sweet lips so aof^ kiss and ddight me ; 

Your deeds my heart surdiarg^d with overjoying. 

Your taunts my life destroying; 

Since both haie force to kiH me. 

Let kisses aweet, aweet kiU me ! 

Knights fight with swords and Imnceff, 

Fight you with^ smiHng glances. 

So, like swans of Meander, 

My ghost from hence shaU wander. 

Singing and d3ring, singing and dying. 



Q2 
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There is a jewel which no Indian mine can buy. 
No chemic art can counterfeit ; 
It makes men rich in greatest poverty. 
Makes water wine, turns wooden cups to gold. 
The homely whistle to sweet music's strain ; 
Seldom it com^s^to few from heaven sent. 
That much in little—^ in nought— Content. 



Change me, O heaven! into the ruby stone 
That on my love's fair locks doth hang in gold, 
Yet leave me speech to her to make my moan, 
And give me eyes her beauty to behold : 
Or if you will not make my flesh a stone, 
Make her hard heart seem flesh, that now is none. 



Love me tiot for comely grace^ 
For my pleasTng eye or face ; 
Not for any outward part. 
No, nor for, my constant heart ; 
For those may fail^ or turn to ill. 
And thus we love shall sever : 
Keep, therefore, a true woman's eye, 
And love me still. 
Yet know not why. 
So hast thou the same treason still. 
To dote upon me ever. 
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I SANG sometimes my thoughts and fapcy's .[Measure, 

Where then I list, or time served best. 

While Daphne did invite me 

To supper once, and drank to me to spite me^ 

I smil'dy yet still did doubt her, 

And drank where she had drank before, to flout ber. 

But O, while I did eye her. 

My eye& drank love, my lips drank burning fire* 



O LIGHT is love, in matchless beauty shining. 
When she revisits Cyprus' hallowed bowers. 
Two feeble doves^ hamess'd in silken twining. 
Can draw her chariot mid the Paphian flowers : 
Lightness in love how ill she fltteth. 
So heavy on my heart she sitteth* 



FROM bird's COIXBOriON OF SONGS, &Ci 

Your shining eyes and golden hair. 
Your lily rosed lips most fair. 
Your other beauties that excel. 
Men cannot chuse but like them well ; 
But when for them they say they'll die, 
BeUeve them not, they do but lie. 



Ambitious love hath forc'd me to aspire 
¥o beauties vare, which do adorn thy Ikce.; 
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Thy modest life yet bridles my desire. 
Whose law severe doth promise me no grace. 

But what ! may love live under any law ? 
Noy no, his power exceedeth man*s conceit*. 
Of which the gods themselves do stand in awe. 
For on his frown a thousand torments wait. 

Proceed* then^ in this desperate enterprise 
With good advice, and follow love, thy guide. 
That leads thee to thy wished paradise : 
Thy climbing thoughts this comfort take withaif 
That if it be thy foul disgrace to slide. 
Thy brave attempt shall yet excuse thy fall. 



Amid the seas a gallant ship set out, 
Wherein nor men nor yet 'munition lacks, 
In greatest winds that spareth not a clout, 
But cuts the waves in spite of weather's wrack. 
Would force a swain that comes of coward kind, - 
To change himself, and be of noble mind. 

Who makes his seat a stately stampmg steed, ^ ; 
Whose neighs and plays are princely to behold; 
Whose courage stout, whose eyes are fiery jred, 
Whose joints well knit, whose harness all of gold. 
Doth well deserve to be no meaner thing 
Than Persian knighti whose horse made him aJking. 
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By that bedside where site a gallant dame. 
Who casteth off her brave and rich attire. 
Whose petticoat sets forth as fair a frame 
As mortal men or gods can well desire ; 
Who sits and sees her petticoat unlaced, 
I say no more-— the rest are all disgraced. 



SONGS FROM W£ELKBS*S MADRIGALS. SDIT. l604. 

LiKB two* proud armies marching in the field. 
Joining a thund'ring fight, each scorns to yield. 
So in my heart your beauty and my reason, 
To th' other says, its treason, treason, treason s 
But your fair beauty shineth as the sun. 
And dazzled reason yields as quite undone 



Give me my heart and I will go. 
Or else forsake your wonted no, 

No, no, no-~No, no, no. 
But since my dear doth doubt me. 
With no, no, no* I mean to flout thee^ 

No, no, no. 
Now there is hope we shall agree, 
^mce double no imparteth yea ; 
If that be so, my dearest. 
With no, no, no, my heart thou cheerest. 



Cold winter ice is fled and gone. 
And summer brags on every tree^ 
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The fed-breast peeps among the throng 
Of wood-brown birds that wanton be : 
Each one forgets what they have been^ 
And so doth Phyllis, summer*s queen. 



Hold out my heart, with joy's delights accloy'd; 
•Hold out my heart and shew it. 
That all the world may. know it^ 
Wl^at sweet contenl thou lately -hast €njoy'd« 
She that *^ Come» dear !" would say, 
Thqn laugh, and smile, and run away ; 
And if I stayed her would cry nay» 
Fy for 9hame, fy. 
My true love not regarding^ 
Hath giv'n me at length his full rewarding^ 
So that unless I tell 

The joys that overfill me, 
My joys, kept in full weH^ 

I know will kill me. 



Say, dear, will you not have nie ? 

Then take the kiss you gave me ; 

You elsewjbere would, perhaps, bestow it. 

And I would be as loth to owe it ; 

Or if you will not take the thing once given^^ 

X^^t me kiss you, aM theo we shall be eveiu. 



JPQBTRY OF UNCERTAIN AUTHORS. !233 



FROM BATESON*& MABRIGALS. £DIT. l606. 

Lov£ would discliarge the duty of his heart 
In beauty's praise^ whose greatness doth deny 
Words to his thoughts, and thoughts to his desert ; 
Which high conceit, since nothing can supply. 
Love here constrained through conquest to confess, 
Bids silence sigh what tongue cannot express. 



tm^ 



Whither so fast? Ah, see the kindly flowers 
Perfume the air, and all to make thee stay ; 
The climbing woodbind, clipping all these bowers. 
Clips thee likewise, for fear thou pass away: 
Fortune, our friend, our foe, will not gainsay : 
Stay but awhile, Phoebe no tell-tale is. 
She her Endymion — 1*11 my Phoebe ki88« ' 



Yet stay, alway be chained to my heart 
With links of love^ that we do never part; 
Then 1*11 not call thee serpent, tiger, cruel^ 
But my sweet Gemma, and my dearest jeweU 



TO HIS LOVS. 
FROM ENGLAND^ HELICON. 

Come away, come, sweet love! 
The golden morning breaks. 
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All the earth, all the air. 
Of love and pleasure speaks; 
Teach thine arms then to embrace^ 
And sweet rosy lips to kiss. 
And mix our souls in mutual bUss : 
Eyes were made for beauty's grace ; 
Viewing, ruing, love's long pain, 
Procured by beauty's rude disdain. 

Come away, come, tweet love ! 

The golden morning wastes. 

While the sun from his sphere 

HiiT fiery arrows casts, 

Making all the shadows fly. 

Playing, staying, in the grove. 

To entertain the stealth of love ; 

Thither^ sweet love, let us hie. 

Flying, dying, in desire, 

Wing'd with sweet hopes and heavenly fire« 

Come, come, sweet love ! 

Do not in vain adorn 

Beauty's grace, that should rise 

Like to the naked morn* 

Lilies on the river's side. 

And fair Cyprian flow'rs newly blown. 

Ask no beauties but their own. 

Ornament is nurse of prid e 

* * * 4 # -* » 



JOHN LYLY 

Was born in the weald of Kent. Wood places his 
birth in 1553. Oldys makes it appear probable 
that he was bom much earlier. He studied at both 
the universities, and for many years attended the 
court of Elizabeth in expectation of being made 
master of the revels. In this object he was disap- 
pointed, and was obliged, in his old age, to solicit the 
Queen for some trifling grant to support him ^, which 
it is uncertain whether he ever obtained. Very little 
indeed is known of him, though Blount, his editor, 
tells us that ** he sate at Apollo's table^ and that the 
god gave him a wreath of his own bays witfiout 
snatching." Whether Apollo was ever so complaisant 
or not, it is certain that Lyly*s work of ** Euphues 
and his England^* preceded by another called ^* £u« 
phues, the Anatomy of Wit,** &c. promoted a fan- 
tastic style of false wit, bombastic metaphor, and 
pedantic allusion, which it was fashionable to speak 
at court under the name of Euphuism^ and which 
the ladies thought it indispensable to acquire. Lyly, 

1 If he was an old man in the rdgn of EUzabeth, Oldys'i con* 
jectore as to the date of hia Urtk aeems to be verified,^-«i we 
scarocly call a man old at fiity, ;^ 
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in his Euphues, probably did not create the new 
style, but only collected and methodised the floating 
affectations of phraseology. — Drayton ascribes the 
overthrow of Eaphiiism to Sir P. Sydney, who, he 
says. 



did 6rst reduce 



Our tongue from Lylie's writing then in use^ 
Talking of stones, stars, plants, of fishes, flies^i 
Piajring with words and idle similies, 
As th* English apes and very zanies be 
Of every thing that they do hear and see» 

Sydney died in 1584, apd Euphues had appeared 
but four years earlier. We may well suppose 
Sydney to have been hostile to such absurdity, 
and his writings probably promoted a better taste ; 
hut we hear of Euphuism being in vogue many 
years af^er his death; and it seems to have ex- 
pired, . like all other fashions, by growing vulgar. 
Lyly wrote nine plays, iu some of which there is 
considerable wit and humour, rescued from die 
jargon of bis favourite system. 



CUPID AND CAMPASPE. 

Cupid and my Campaspe play'd 
At cards for kisses : Cupid paid». 
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He stakes his quiver, bow^ and arroirs, 

His mother's doves and team of sparrows; 

Loses them too : then down he throws 

The coral of his h'p — the rose 

Growing on 's cheek, but none knows how. 

With these the crystal on his brow. 

And then the dimple of his chin ^ 

All these did my Campaspe win : 

At last he set her both his eyes ; 

She won, and Cupid blind did rise ; 

O Love, hath she done this to roe ? , 

What shall, alas ! become of thee ? 



SONG. 

FROM ALEXANDER AMD CAMPASPE. 

What bird so sings, yet so does wail I 
O *tis the ravish'd nightingale — 
Jug, jug, jug, jug — tereu — ^she cries. 
And still her woea at midnight rise. 

Brave prick-song! who is*t now We hear ? 
None but the lark so shrill and clear ; 
Now at Heaven's gate she claps her wings, 
The mom not waking till she sings. 

Hark ! hark I but what a pretty throat. 
Poor Robin red-breast tunes his throat; 
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Hark ! how the jolly cuckoos sing 
Cuckoo~-to welcome in the springs 



mOM If OTHER BQHBIE. 

O Cupid, monarch over kings. 
Wherefore hast thou feet and wings ? 
Is it to shew how swift thou art. 
When thou wonnd^st a tender heai*t ? 
Thy wings being dipt and feet held still. 
Thy bow so many could net kffl. 

It is all one in Venus wanton school. 
Who highest sits, the wise man or the fool- 
Fools in Love's college 
Have far more knowledge. 
To read a woman over. 
Than a neat-prating lover ; 
Nay, 'tis confest 
That fools please women best. 



ALEXANDER HUME 

Was the second son of Patrick, fifth Baron of Pol- 
warth, from whom the family of Marchmont are de^ 
scended. He was born probably about the middle, 
and died abottt the end, of the shsteenth cehtnry. 
During four yearsr of the earlier part of his- lite, he 



resided in France, after which be retnri^- hom0 
and studied law, but abandoned the ba? tQ try hni 
fortune at court. There he is said to have been 
disgusted with the preference shewn to a poetical 
rivali Montgomery, with whom he exchange j^^ 
ingSf (or h^vectives) in verse, and who boasts of hayy 
ing ** driven Polwart from the chimney nopk." He 
then went into the church, and was appointed rector 
or minister of Logic ; the names of ecclesiastical 
offices in Scotland then floating between presbytery 
and prelacy. In the clerical profession he con<« 
tinned till his death. Hume lived at a period when 
the spirit of Calvinism in Scotland i^as at its 
gloomiest pitch, and when a reformation, fostered 
by the poetry of Lyndsay, and by the leai:ning of Bu* 
chanan^ had begun to grow hostile to elegant litera* 
ture. Though the drama, rude as it was,.had been 
no mean engine in the hands of Lyndsay against po« 
pery^ yet the Scottish reformers of this latter period 
even anticipated the zeal of the English puritans 
against dramatic and romantic poetry, which they re* 
garded as emanations from hell. Hume bad imbibed 
so far the spirit of his times as to publish an exhorta- 
tion to the youth of Scotland to forego the admiratiox^ 
•fall classical heroes, and to read no other books oit 
the subject of love than the Song of Solomon. But 
Calvinism ^ itself could not entirely eradicate the 

» Tkm uto& tfmtaj infloence of Cahruuim oo the. Httnury 
•haractw of th« Scoltiiih cbiwcliBHsii, form* a aiMnat mith mora 
ceceot tunrs, thtt aeedt sesrcelj to be suggested to test ac- 
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beauty of Hume's fancy, and lefl him still the higH 
fountain of Hebrew poetry to refresh it. In the 
following specimen of his poetry, describing the 
successive appearances of nature during a sum*- 
iner's day, there is a train of images that seem pe-» 
culiarly pleasing and unborrowed — the pictures of 
a poetical mind, humble but genuine in its cast* * 



THANKS FOR A SUMMER'S DAT. 

O PERFECT light which shaid^ away 
The darkness from the lights 
And set a ruler o'er the day, 
Another o*er the night. 

Thy glory, when the day forth fiies. 
More virely does appear, 
Nor^ at midday unto our eyes 
The shining sun is clear. 

The shadow of the earth anon 
Removes and drawis by, 
Syne^ in the east, when it is gone^ 
Appears a clearer sky. 

(joainted with Scotland. In extending the dasncal fione, Ho lesap 
than in establishing the moral repatatlon of their country, the Scot-* 
tish clergy have exerted a primary haflaence -, and whatever Pre»^ 
byterian elioqa^nce might once be, the voice of enlightened prin- 
ciplet and universal charity is no where to be heard more dis- 
tinctly than at the preset hour from their ptil(dt8« ' 
» ]^orjhaded.— a Scottlc^fortAoii.— * Then. 
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Whilk^ soon perceive the little larks, , 
The lapwing, and the snipe. 
And tune their song like Nature*8 clerks, 
O'er meadow, muir, and stripe. 

But every bold nocturnal beast 

No longer may abide. 

They hie away both maist and leasts 

Themselves in house to hide. 

* * * * * * * 

The golden globe incontinent 
Sets up his shining head, 
And o*er the earth and firmament 
Displays his beams abread'. 

For joy the birds withboulden'* throats. 
Against his visage sheen ^, 
Take up their kindly music notes 
In woods and gardens green. 

Upbraids' the careful husbandman, 
His corn and vines to see. 
And every timeous^ artisan 
In booths works busily. 

The pastor quits the slothful sleep, 
And passes forth with speed, 

I Which.—* Largest and smallest;— » Abroed.— 4 Einboldf oed 
-5 Shining. — ^ Uprises. — 7 Earlj. 
VOL. I, R 
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. His little ctmow-^osed * sheep. 
And rowting kye* to feed. 

The passenger, from perils sure. 
Goes gladly forth the way. 
Brief, every living creature 
Takes comfort of the day. 



The misty reek', the clouds of rain 
From tops of mountains skails^ 
Clear are the highest hills and plain. 
The vapours take the vales. 

Begaired^ is the sapphire pend^ 
With spraings^ of scarlet hue; 
And preciously from end to end, 
Damasked white and blue. 

The ample heaven, of ftbric sure. 
In clearness does surpass 
The crystal and the sOver, pure 
As clearest polish'd glass. 

The time so tranquil is and dear, 
That no where shall ye find. 
Save on a high and barren hill. 
The air of passing wind. 

• Flat-Dosed.— * Lowing kiiie.--s Fog, — * Pours off.-^ Drcst 
out.—® Arch.— 7 Streaks. 
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All trees and simples, great and fttnall. 
That balmy leaf do bear; 
Than they were painted on a wall^ 
No more they move orsteir^ 

Tlie rivers fresh, the callour* streams^ 
O'er rocks can swifUy rin'. 
The water clear like crystal beams. 
And makes a pleasant din. 



Calm is the deep and purple sea. 
Yea, smoother than the sand ; 
The waves, that woltering * wont to be, 
Are stable like the land. 

So silent is the cessile air, 
That every cry and call. 
The hills and dales, and forest fair. 
Again repeats them all. 

The clogged busy humming bees. 
That never think to drown ^, 
On flowers and flourishes of trees. 
Collect their liquor brown. 

The sun most like a speedy post 
With ardent course ascends ; 

> Stir.—* Cool.— > Ron.— 4 Tambfing.— s To drone, or to be idle. 

R2 
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The beauty of our heavenly host 

Up to our zenith tends* 

******* 



The breathless flocks draw to the shade 
And freschure' of their &tdd; 
The startling nolt% as they were mad. 
Run to the rivers cald. 

The herds beneath some leafy trees, 
Amidst the flow'rs they lie ; 
The stable ships upon the seas 
Tend up their sails to dry. 

The hart, the hind, the fiUlow deer. 
Are tapbh'd ^ at their rest ; 
The fowls and birds that made thee beare*. 
Prepare their pretty nest. 

The rayons dure ^ descending down, 
All kindle in a gleid ^ ; 
In city, nor in burrough town. 
May nane set forth their head. 

Back from the blue pavemented wfaun^. 
And from ilk plaster wall, 

*■ Freshness^ — * Oxeu^— 3 Carpeted.— ^ Beare, I roppose, means 
music. To beare, in old Scotch, i» id recite, Wynton, in his Cliro- 
iiiGie« says, " As I have heard men beare on hand." — s Hard, 
or keen rays.—* Fire.— 7 Whinstone. 
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The hot reflexing of the sun 
Inflames the air and ali. 

The labourers that timely rose, 
All weary, faint, and weak. 
For heat down to their houses goes *, 
Noon-meite and sleep to take. 

The callour^ wine in cave is sought, 
Men's brothiug' breasts to cool ; 
The water cold and clear is brought, 
And sallads steep'd in ule^ 

With gilded eyes and open wings, 
The cock his courage shows ; 
With claps of joy his breast he dings ^, 
And twenty times he crows. 

The dove with whistling wings so blue. 
The winds can fast collect. 
Her purple pens turn many a hue 
Against the sun direct. 

Now noon is gone — gone is midday, 

The heat does slake at last. 

The sun descends down west away, 

For three o'clock is past. 
******* 

' In old Scottish poetry little attention is paid to giving plural 
nouns a plural verb.— » Cool.— s Burning.—^ Oil. — * Beats. 
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The rayons of the sun we lee 
Diminbh in their strengthf 
The shade of every tower an J tree 
Extended is in.length. 

Great is the calm^ for every where 

The wind is setting down. 

The reek ^ throws up right in the air. 

From every tower and town. 
******* 

The mavis and the philomeen% 
The sterling whistles lond. 
The cushats^ on the branches green^ 
Full quietly they crood^. 

The glomin ^ comes^ the day is spent. 
The sun goes out of sight. 
And painted is tlie Occident 
With purple sanguine bright. 

The scarlet nor the golden thread, 
Who would their beauty try. 
Are nothing like the colour red 
And beauty of the sky. 



1 



• Smoke— • Thrush and nightingale. — 3 Wood-pigeons. — 
4 A ve^ry expressive word for the note of the cashat, or wood- 
pigeon.-^ Evening. 
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What pleasure then to walk and see, 
Endlang ^ a river clear^ 
The perfect form of every tree 
Within the deep appear. 

The salmon out of cruives* and creels'^ 
Uphailed into scouts^; 
The bells and circles on the weills % 
Through leaping of the trouts. 

O sure it were a seemly thing. 
While all is still and calm. 
The praise of God to play and sing 
With trumpet and with shalm. 

Through all the land great is the gild^ 
Of rustic folks that cry ; 
Of bleating sheep, fra they be filPd, 
Of calves and rowting kye. 

All labourers draw hame at even. 
And can to others say. 
Thanks to the gracious God of Heaven, 
Quhilk^ 8ent this summer day* 

* Along.-—" Places lor cooiining fish, genenlly placed in tbe 
<lani of a riTer.— s Baskets. — * Small boats or yawls. — 5 Wells. — 
• Throug.— » Who. 



THOMAS NASH. 

BORN 1558. — DIED ABOUT I6OO. 



Thomas Nash was born at LowenstofFe in Suffolk, 
was bred at Cambridge, and closed a calamitous life 
of authorship at the age of forty-two. Dr. Beloe ' 
has given a. list of his works, and.Mr. D*Israeli^ an 
account of his shifts and miseries. Adversity seems 
to have whetted his genius^ as his most tolerable 
verses are those which describe his own despair ; and 
in the midst of his woes, he exposed to just derision 
the profound fooleries of the astrologer Harvey, who, 
in the year 1582, had thrown the whole kingdom 
into consternation by his predictions of the probable 
effects of the junction of Jupiter and Saturn. Dray- 
ton, in his Epistle of Poets and Poesy, says of him—- 

Sharply satyric was he, and that way 
He went, since that his being to this day. 
Few have attempted, and I surely think, 
These words shall hardly be set down with ink. 
Shall blast and scorch so as his could. 

From the allusion which he makes in the following 
quotation to Sir P. Sydney's compassion, before the 
introduction of the following lines, it may be con- 
jectured that he had experienced the bounty of that 
noble character. 

* Anecdotes of Scarce Books. — 3 Calamities of Authors. 
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DESPAIR OF A POOR SCHOLAR. 
FROM PIERCB PENNIi:.ES8. 

Why is't damnation to despair and die. 
When life is my true happiness* disease ? 
My soul, my soul, thy safety makes me fly 
The faulty means that might my pain appease ; 
Divines and dying men may talk of hell^ 
But in my heart her several torments dwell. 

Ah, worthless wit ! to train me to this woe : 
Deceitful arts ! that nourish discontent : 
III thrive the folly that bewitchM me so ! 
Vain thoughts, adieu ! fbr-now I will repent^— 
And yet my wants persuade me to proceed. 
For none take pity of a scholar's need. 

Forgive me, God, although I curse my birth. 
And ban the air wherein I breathe a wretch. 
Since misery hath daunted all my mirth, 
Aud I am quite undone through promise breach ; 
Ah friends ! — ^no friends that then ungentle frown, 
When changing fortune casts us headlong down. 

Without redress complains my careless verse. 
And Midas' ears relent not at my moan ; 
In some far land will I my griefs rehearse, 
'iVtongst them that will be mov*d when I shall groan. 
England, adieu ! the soil that brought me forth. 
Adieu ! unkind, where skill is nothing worth. 



/ 



EDWARD VERE, 

EARL OF OXFORD. 
BORN 1534. — DIED l604- 



This nobleman sat as Great Chamberlain of Eng- 
land upon the trial of Mary Queen of Scots, [n the 
year of the armada he distinguished his public spirit 
by fitting out some ships at his private cost. He 
had travelled in Italy in his youth, and is said to 
have returned the most accomplished coxcomb of 
his age. The story of his quarrel with Sir Philip 
Sydney, as it is related by Collins^ gives, us a most 
unfavourable idea of his manners and temper, and 
shews to what a height the claims of aristocratical 
privilege were at that time carried ^ Some still 

* The Earl of Oxford being one day in the tennis-court with 
Sir Philip Sydney, on some offence which he had taken, ordered 
him to leave the room, and, on his refusal, gave him the epithet 
of a puppy. Sir Philip retorted the lie on his lordship ; and left the 
place, expecting to be followed by the peer. Bat Lord Oxford 
neither followed him nor noticed his quarrel, till her Majesty's 
council had time to command the peace. The queen interfered* 
reminding Sir Philip of th§ difference between ** earls and gen- 
tlemen," and of the respect which inferiors owed thdr superiors. 
Sydney, boldly but respectfully, stated to her majesty, that 
Tsnk among freemen could claim no other homage than pre- 
cedency, and did not obey her commands to make submisdoo to 
Oxford. For a fuller 8tatem<ent of this faiecdote,.vide the quota- 
tion from Collinsrin theBritish Bibliographer, toI. i. p. 83. 
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more discreditable traits of his character are to be 
found in the history of his life K 



FANCY AND DESIRE. 
FROM THE PARADISE OP DAINTY DEVICES. 

When wert thou born^ Desire ? In pride and pomp 
of May. 

By whom, sweet boy, wert thou begot? By fond con- 
ceit, men say. 

Tell me who was thy nurse? Fresh Youth, in sugar'd 

joy- 

What was thy meat and daily food ? Sad sighs with 

great annoy. 
What hadst thou then to drink i Unsavoury lover's 

tears. 
What cradle wert thou rocked in ? In hope devoid 

of fears. 
What luird thee, then, asleep ? Sweet sleep, which 

likes me best. ' 
Tell me where is thy dwelling-place? Jn gentle 

hearts I rest. 

What thing doth please thee most? To gaze on 

beauty still. 
What dost thou think to be thy foe ? Disdain of my 

good-will. 
Doth company displease ? Yes, surely, many one. 
Where doth Desire delight to live ? He loves to 

live alone. 

1 By Mr. Park, ia the Catalogue of Royal and Noble Antliors. 



r 
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Doth either Time or Age bring him into decay i • 
No, no. Desire both lives and dies a thousand times 

a day. 
Then, fond Desire, farewell ! thou art no mate for 

me: 
I should, methinks^ be loth to dwell with such a one 

as thee. 



LINES ATraiBUTED TO THE BARL OF OXFORD. 
IN A MS. OF THE BODLBIAM LIBRARY. 

If women could be fair, and yet not fond. 
Or that their love were firm, not fickle still, 
I would not marvel that they make me bond, 
By service long, to purchase their good-will ; 
But when I see how frail those creatures are, 
I muse that men forget themselves so far. 

To mark the choice they make, and how they 

change. 
How ofl from Phoebus they do flee to Pan ; 
Unsettled still, like haggards wild they range, 
These gentle birds that fly from man to man$ 
Who would not scorn and shake them from the fist. 
And let them fly, fair fools^ where'er they list ? 

Yet, for disport^ we fawn and flatter both. 
To pass the time vdien nothing else can please. 
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And train them to our lure with subtil oath, 
Tilly weary of their wiles, ourselves we ease; 
And then we say, when we their fancy try, 
To play with foob, oh, what a fool was I ! 



THOMAS STORER. 

DIED 1604. 



The date of this writer's birth can only be generally 
conjectured from his having been elected a student 
of Christ Church, Oxford, in 1567. The slight 
notice of him by Wood only mentions that he was 
the son of John Storer, a Londoner, and that he 
died in the metropolis. Besides the History of 
Cardinal Wolsey in three parts, viz, his aspiring, 
his triumph, and death, he wrote several pastoral 
pieces in England's Helicon. 



FROM THB LIFE AND DEATH OF CARDINAL 

WOLSET. 

» 4^ » « » « » 

Pbrchancb the tenor of my mourning verse 
May lead some pilgrim to my tombless grave, 
Where neither marble monument, nor hearse. 
The passenger's attentive view may crave. 
Which honours now the meanest persons have ; 
But well is me, where'er my ashes lie, 
If one tear drop from some religious eye. 
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wolsey's ambition. 

Yety as through Tagus' fair transparent streams^ 
The wand'ring merchant sees the wealthy gold. 
Or like in Cynthia's half obscured beams. 
Through misty clouds and vapours manifold ; . 
So through a mirror of my hop'd for gain, 
I saw the treasure which I should obtain. 

wolsst's vision. 

From that rich valley where the angels laid him» 
His unknown sepulchre in Moab's land, 
Moses, that Israel led, and they obey'd him. 
In glorious view before my face did stand. 
Bearing the folded tables in his hand, 
Wherein the doom of life, and death's despair. 
By God*s Own finger was engraven there. 

Then passing forth a joyful troop ensued 
Of worthy judges and triumphant kings. 



After several personages of sacred history, some 
allegorical ones condescend to visit the sleeping 
Cardinal, among whom Theology naturally has a 
place, and is thus described—* 

In chariot framed of celestial mould. 
And simple pureness of the purest sky. 
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A more than heavenly n3rmph I did behold. 
Who glancing on me with her gracious eye. 
So gave me leave her beauty to espy ; 
For sure no sense such sight can comprehend, 
Except her beams their fair reflexion lend. 

Her beauty with Eternity began. 

And only unto God was ever seen. 

When Eden was possessed with sinful man, 

She came to him and gladly would have been 

The long succeeding world's eternal Queen ; 

But they refused her, O heinous deed ! 

And from that garden banish*d was their seed. 

Since when, at sundry times in sundry ways. 
Atheism and blended Ignorance conspire. 
How to obscure those holy burning rays. 
And quench that zeal of heart-enflaming fire 
That makes our souls to heavenly things aspire ; 
But all in vain, for, maugre all their might. 
She never lost one sparkle of her light. 



I 



JOSEPH HALL. 

BORN 1574. — DIJSD 1656. 



Bishop Hai-l, who for his ethical eloquence has 
been sometimes denominated the Christian Seneca, 
was also the first who gave our language an example 
of epistolary composition in prose. He wrote besides 
a satirical fiction, entitled Mundtu alter el idem, in 
which, under pretence of describing the Terra Au* 
straUs Incognita f he reversed the plan of Sir Thomas 
More's Utopia^ and characterized the vices of exist- 
ing nations. Of our satirical poetry, taking satire 
in its moral and dignified sense, he claims, and may 
be allowed, to be the founder : for the ribaldry of 
Skelton, and the crude essays of the graver Wyatt, 
hardly entitle them to that appellation. Though he 
lived till beyond the middle of the seventeenth cen- 
tury, his satires were written before, and his Mundus 
alter et idem about, the year 16OO : so that his an- 
tiquity, no less than his strength, gives him an im- 
portant place in the formation of our literature \ 

In his Satires, which were published at the age of 
twenty-three, he discovered not only the early vi- 

> His name is therefore placed m these Specimens with a varia- 
tion from the general order, not according to the date of his deaths 
but About the time of Ms appearance as a poet. 
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gbur of his owi> genius, but the powers and pliability 
of his native tongue. Unfortunately^ perhapa uuf 
consciously, he caught, froni studying Juvenal' an4 
Persiu^ as his models, an elliptic^ manner and nn 
antique allusion, which cast obscurity over his other- 
wise spirited and amusing traits of English manners ; 
though the satirist himself was so far from antici- 
pating this objection, that he formally apologises for 
•* too much stooping to the loiv reach ^the mdgar^^ 
But in many instances he redeems the antiquity of 
his allusions by their ingenious adaptation to modern 
manners ; and this is but a small part of his praise ; 
for in the point, and volubility, and vigour of Hall'9 
numbers, we might frequently imagine ourselve9 
perusing Dryden ^ This may be exemplified in the 
harmony and picturesqueness of the following de- 
scription of a magnificent, rural mansion, which the 
traveller approaches in the hopes of reaching the 

i The satire which 1 think contuns the most vigorous and mn? 
^ieal couplets of this old poet, is the first of Book 3d, beginmng^ 

lime was, and that was term*d the time of gold» 
When world aind time were young, that now are old.. ' 

I preferred, however, the insertion of others as examples of hit 
poetry, as they are more descriptive of English manners than the 
£incifol pnuses of the golden age, whicti that satire contains. It 
is flowing and fanciful, hut conveys only the insipid moral of isea 
decaying hy the progress of civilization; a doctrine not yasbiSkfi 
that which Gulliver found in the book of the old woxkkui of 
Probdignag, whose author lamented the tiny size of the mfldeni 
Probdignagdians compared with that of their ancestors. 
VOL, I. « 
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seat of anoient hospitality, but finds it deseHed by 

. Beat the broad gates, a goodly holfew sound, 
- WItk double ecboes, doth again rebound ; 
But not a dog doth bark to welcome thee. 
Nor churlish porter canst thou diafing see. 
All «domb and silent, like the dead of night. 
Or dwelling of some sleepy Sybarite; 
The marble parement hid with desert weed, 

Wi^liouse-leek, thistle, dock, and hemlodc seed. 

«• * « * « * * 

Locdc lo the tow'red chimnies, which should be 
The wind-pipes of good hospitality. 
Through which it breatheth to the open air, 
Betbk^fting life and liberal welfi^e, 
Lo, there th* unthankful swallow takes her rest. 
And fills the tunnel with her circled nest. , 

' If is satires are neither cramped by person^ .hos- 
tility, nor spun out to vague declamations on viot^ 
but give us the form and pressure of the times ex- 
hibited in the faults of coeval literature, and in the 
foppery or sordid traits of prevailing manpers. The 
age was undoubtedly fertile in eccentricity. His 
picture of its literature may at first view appear to 
the oviercharged with severity, accustomed as^'e«re 
to associate a general idea of excellence wkfa She 
period of Elizabeth ; but when Hall wrote Aere was 
not a great poet firmly established in thq language 



exe^fi ^penseir^ and on hloi l» hmh^ntomei^ ^mflkk 

applause. With regard to Shakspeare» tlie f ettd^ 
wQl obsenre a passage in the first satire^ where l9ie 
poet speaks of resigning the honours of heroic BtiH 
tiagie poetrjr to more inspired geniuses, and U Uf 
possible that the great dramatist may be here attudte# 
to, as well as Spenser. But the allusion Ui^ indistinct, 
and not necessarily applicable to the bard of Ayotiv 
Shakspeare's Romeo . and Jutiet, Richard s^ andF 
3d» haire been traced in print to no earlier date thto 
the year isgjf in which Hall's first series of sadre» 
af^peared; and we have no sufficient proof of bf» 
preiriois fiinie as a dramatist huffmg been so g^at 
as to leaine Hall witlfout excuse for omittkig to pfiy 
him homage^ But the sunrise of the dranM With 
Shakspeare was net without abundanee of attend-r 
ant mists in the contemporary fustian of infetio]^ 
playmakers, who are seyerely ridiculed by our 
satirist. In addition to this, our poetry was still 
haunted fa^ the whining ghosts of the Minor for 
lA^ftstrates, while obsceni^ walked in barbarout 
Redness, ai^l the Tory genius of the lai^gnage wail 
threatened by revolutionary prosodists. 

From the literature of the ttge HaB proceeds to 
its manners and prejudices, and among the latter 
derides the prevalent confidence in alchymy and 
astrology* To us this ridicule appears an ordinary, 
eibrt of reason ; but it was in him a common sense^ 
above the level of the times; If any proof were rs^ 
quired to illustrate the slow departure oS prejudices, 
it would be fo^n4 m the fiict of a» asttfloger being 
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pfttroBized» half a century lifterwards, by the gevtro-*' 
^aent of England*. 

. During his youth and education he had to stragg^ 
with poverty; and in his old age he was one of those 
sufferers iji the cause of episcopacy whose vhrtues 
shed a lustre on its fall. He was bom in the paridi- 
pf Ashby de la Zouche, in Leicestershire^ studied 
and took orders at Cambridge, and was for some time 
i^iaster of the school of Tiverton, in Devonshire. An 
nccidenti^l opportunity which he had of preaching 
before Prince Henry seems to have given the first 
impulse to bis preferment, till by gradual prcnsootion 
he rose to be bishop of Exeter, having previouriy; 
accompanied Eang James, as one of his chaplains^ 
to Scotland, and attended the Synod of Dort at a 
convocation of the protestant divines* As bishop of 
. Exeter he was so mild in his conduct towarda the 
puritans, that he who was one of the last brokeir 
pillars of the church, was nearly persecuted jbr fiai« 
vouring them. Had such conduct heen^ at this 
critical period, pursued by the hig^ churchmeii in 
general, the history of a bloody age might have beei\ 

4 
■ • 

< * WiUiam Lilly received a pensbn (rom tiie oouboI of state, in 
1648. He was, besides, consulted hy Charles $ and, during the 
siege of Colchester, was sent for by the heads of the parliamentary 
army, to eucouraige the soldiers, by assuring them that the town 
. would be taken. Faiffaz told the seer, that he did not under- 
stand his art, but hoped it was lawful, and Agreeable to God'* 
word. Butler alludes to this when be says. 

Do not our great fidbrners use 
Sidirdphel to-lbrebode news; 



JO^PH HALL. 261 

changed into that of peace; but the violence of Laud 
prevailed over the milder counsels of a Hall, an 
Usher, and a Corbet, "When the dangers of the 
church grew more instant^ Hall became its ckam- 
pion, and was met in the field of controversy fay 
Milton, whose respect for th6 bishop's learning is 
ill concealed under the attempt to cover it with 
derision. 

By the little power that was 6till left to the sove« 
reign in 164I9 Hall was created bishop of Norwich ; 
but having joined, almost immediately after, in the 
protest of the twelve prelates against the validity of 
laws that should be passed in their coinpelled ab- 
sence, he was committed to the Tower> and; in the 
sequel, marked Out for sequestration. After 8u£Eer- 
ing extreme hardships, he was allowed to retire, on 
a small pittance, to Higham, near Norwich, where 
he continued, in comparative obscurity, 1)ut with 
indefatigable zeal and intrepidity, to exercise the 
duties of a pastor, till he closed his days at the 
veneraUe .age of eighty-twe. 

To write of victories next year* 

And castles taken yet i' th' air ? 

« • • • • 9 % ■ 

And has not he point-blank foretold 
Whats'e'er the Close Committee would ; 
Made Mars and Saturn for the Cause* 
The Moon for fundamental laws ? 

Made all the Royal start recant, 
Compound, and take the Covenant? 

li Cttfto n. 
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Horn Uicf wmin Ime^ nor waad'ang kaigM^ 
I^cgOMl I ••( in rlqms aU richl J d^lrt. 
V«r fright the leader with the Pagan 
Oim^Af Mahoondy aad gieat 
Nor list I ioniiet of my miatress' fiioe^ 
.T# paint aonie BkNretfe irtt a boiroived grace; 
Kor can I Inde ta pen MHae hungry aoene 
JRar fliiek skin eari^ and ondiaoerning ayacu 
, Xm ever eeold aiy scomlul muse abide 
With tragie shoes her ancles for to hide* 
Mor can I crouch, and writhe ray fuming laU 
To some great patron, ier my best araiL 
-Sueb hunger stanren trencher poetry. 
Or let it never Jive, or timely die : 
Nor nnder eirery bank and every tree» 
Speak rhymes unto my oaten minstrelsy t 
Nor cardi out so plearing lively lays. 
As might the Graces move my mirth to pnMs^ ^* 
Trumpet, and reeds, and socks, and buskins fine^ 
I them bequeath t whose statues wabd'riog twine 

1 In this Mkire, which m not perfeetlj intelUgiUe at the finit 
glance, the auttKir^ after deriding the romantic and pastoral vdn 
of affected or m«r<:enary poetasters, proceeds to declare, that fi>r 
his own part lie resigns the higher wajks ef geamne poetry to 
others ; that he need not crave tfu^ " Miue'n midwifery,** since 
not eren a baser muse would now hai»t the shore af Granta (the 
Cam), which they b#?s leff dtfert^> and eiown^ with willows, 
the types of desMtlpa, ew sinc^ iSpeoier celelvaM the mamige 
of \}f^ IMw^v Md ^ Thames.— £. 
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Of ivy mix^d. wUh bftyi, circliBg aro«nd 
Their living temples likewise laurel boand^ 
Raftfaef bad I, albe ia careless rhynies> 
Check the mis-order'd werid, and lawless linias^ 
Nor need I crave the muae*s midwi&ry^ 
To bring to light so worthless poetry : 
Qr if we list» what baser niitse can bide,. 
To sit and sing by Granta*s nakiad side^ 
They haunt the tided Hiames and salt Medway^ 
E'er sinqe the ^me of their late bridal day. 
Nought have we here but willownihaded shore. 
To tell o^ Giant his banks are left for lore. 



SATIRE 111'* 
BOOK I. 



With some pot fury, ravish'd fimm their wit. 

They sit and muse on some no-vulgar writ; 

As frozen dunghills in a winter's mor^. 

That, void of vapours seemed all before. 

Soon as the smu sends out his piercing beeni3>. 

Es^e out filthy wnoke and stinking steams. 

So doth the base, and the sore-barren brainy ^ 

iS^0O9 as the raging winie begins to reign* 

One higher pitch*d doth set his soai^iiig thQU^ 

On crowned lyings, that fortune! bath l9w brought ) 

* This satire is levelled at the in^mperaaoQ aod tiooibutic 
fury of his contemporary dramatists, with wi evidfot allosioa tA 
Mwlowe) and in the coocloflioii he attaclLs the bufibraei^ ^«t 
disgraced tte si 
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Or some upreared, high aspiring swais. 

As it might be the Turkish Tamberlmn : 

Then weeneth he his base drink drowned qprighlf 

Rapt Da the threefold loft of heaven heighl. 

When he conceives upon his feigned stage 

The stalking steps of his great personage. 

Graced with huff-cap terms and thond'ring threats^ 

That his poor hearer's hair quite upright sets. 

Such soon as some brave-mind^ hungry youth 

Sees fitly frame to his wide-strained mouth. 

He vamits his voice upon an hired stage, - 

With high«8et steps, and princely carriagei 

Now sweeping in side robes of royalty. 

That erst did scrub in lousy brokery. 

There if he can with terms Italianate 

Big sounding sentences, and words of state^ 

Fair patch me up his pure iambic verse, 

He ravishes tiie gazing scafiblders : 

Then certes was the famous Corduban, 

Never but half so high tragedian. 

Now, lest such frightful shews of fortune's fall. 

And bloody tjrrant's rage, should chance appal 

The dead-struck audience, 'midst the silent TOUt> 

Comes leaping in a self-misformed lout. 

And laughs, and gHns, aild frames his mimic face. 

And justles straight into the prince's place; 

Then doth the theatre echo all aloud. 

With gladsome noise ^f that applauding crow;d. 

A goodly hotch-potch ! when vile russetings 

Are;natch'd with monarchs, and with mjgbty kiqjgfr, 

A goodly grace to sober tragic puse^ .. ^ . 
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When each base clown his clumsy fist doth bruise^ 
And shew his teeth in double rotten row, 
For laughter at bis sei&reseinbled show* 
Meanwhile our poets in high parliament 
Sit watching every word and gesturement^ 
Like curious censors of some doughty gear^ 
Whispering their verdict in their fdlow's ear« 
Woe to the word whose margent in their scroll 
Is noted with a black condemning coal. 
But if each period might the synod please. 
Ho :— bring the ivy boughs, and bands of bajFS* 
Now when they part and leave the naked stage, 
'Gins the bare hearer, in a guilty rage. 
To curse and ban, and blame his likerous eye. 
That thus hath lavished his late halfpenny. 
Shamef that the muses should be bought a:nd sold 
For every peasant's brass, on each scaiR»ld« 



SATIRE V. 
BOOK III. 



Fie on all courtesy and unruly winds^ 
Two only foes that fair disguisement find^. 
Strange curse ! but fit fot iBubh a fickle age. 
When scalps are subject to such vassalage. 
Late travelling along in London way. 
Me met, as seem*d by his disguis'd array, 
A lusty courtier, whose curled head 
With auburn locks was fiurl/fumished, 
1 him saluted in our lavish wise: 
Jlie answers uyantimely courteiies* 



i 
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l|it iHHiiiek iwra» eie ere^ I cooU tbiflfc; 

Th* murulj wind biows offhis periwink. 

He Kghto and rons^ aad quickly bsth hini 

To OYertake hw oirer«niiiiiiiig head. 

The sportful wind^ to mock the headkas man, 

Tofsei apaoe hia pitch'd Rogerian, 

And stra^bt it to a deeper ditch hadi bknms 

There mint my yonker fetch his waxen crown. 

I look'd and laogh'd, whiles in his raging mind^ 

He curst all courtesy and unruly wind. 

I look'd and laugh'd, and much I manrelledy 

To see so large a causeway in his head ; 

And me bethought that when it first b^ron, 

'Twas some shroad autumn that so bar'd the bone* 

Is 't not sweet pride then, when the crowns must 

shade 
With that which jerks the hams of every jade. 
Or floor-strew'd locks from off the barber's shears } 
But waxen crowns well 'gree with borrow'd hairs. 



SATIRJB vn^ 
Booxzn, 



Sjbbst thou how gaily my young master goes. 
Vaunting himself upon his rising toes ; . 

> In thb description of a famished gallant. Hall has riTatleii the 
succeeding homoiir of Ben Jonson Jn sindlar comic portraits. 
Among the truto of afotatioD in hUfifUed chamoltr, is'thikt of 
diijing with Duke HWMfilivy whik k9 Ffetca^ ta ksflp open 
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And pranks Ui hand apon his dagger's ftidi; 
And picks his glutted teeth since late noon-tide ! 
^Tis Ruffio: Trow'st thou where he din*d to^ay? 
In sooth I saw him sit with Duke HumMy. 
(Many good welcomes, and much gratb cheer. 
Keeps he for every straggling cavalier. 
4Ad open house, haunted with great resort i 
Long service mixt with musical disport. 
Many &ir yonker with a feather'd crest, 
Cho6ses much rather be his shot-free guest. 
To fare so fredy with so little cost. 
Than stake his twelvepence to a meaner host. 
Hadst thou not told me, I should surely say 
He toach*d no meat of all this livelong day. 
For sure, methougbt, yet that was but a guess. 
His eyes seemed sunk for very hollowness, 
But could he have (as I did it mistake) 
So little in his purse, so much upon his back i 
So nothing in his maw ? yet seemeth by his belt, ' 
That his gaunt gut no too much stuffing felt. 
Seest thou how side it hangs beneath his hip ? 
Hunger and heavy iron makes girdles slip. 
Yet for all that, how stiffly struts he by. 
All trapped in the new-found bravery. ^ 

house. — The phrase of dining with Duke Hamphry arose from 
St Pbal*8 being the general resort of the loungers of those days, 
many df whom, like Hall's gallant, were glad to beguile the 
thoughts of dinner with a walk hi the middle aisle, where there 
was a tomb, by mistake supposed to be that of Hamphry, Puk* 
of Gloucester. — £. 
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The nuns of new-won Calais his bonnet lenty 

In lieu of dieir so kind a conquerment. 

Whfit needed he fetch that from farthest Spain, 

His grandame could have lent with lesser pain ? 

Though he perhaps ne'er pass'd the English shore» 

Yet fain would counted be a conqueror. 

His hairy French-like, stares on his frighted head^ 

One lock amazon-like dishevelled. 

As if he meant to wear a native cord. 

If chance his fates should him that bane affords 

All British bare upon the brisded skin. 

Close notched is his beard both lip and chin ; 

His linen collar labyrinthian set. 

Whose thousand double turnings never met: * 

His sleeves half hid with elbow pinioning8| 

As if he meant to fly with linen wings. 

But when I look, and cast mine eyes below. 

What monster meets mine eyes in human shew ? 

So slender waist with such an abbot's loin. 

Did never sober nature sure conjoin. 

Lik'st a straw scare-crow in the new-sown field, 

Rear'd on some stick, the tender com to shield*. 

Or if that semblance suit not every deal, 

Like a broad shake-fork with a slender steel. 
******* 
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SATIRB VI ^ 

BOOK lY. 
Quid placet ergo f 

I WOT not how the world's degenerate^ 
That men or know or like not their estate : 
Out from the Gades up to th' eastern mom^ 
Not one but holds his native state forlorn. 
When comely striplings wish it were their chance, 
For Csenis' dista£F to exchange their lance. 
And wear curPd periwigs, and chalk their face. 
And still are poring on their pocket-glass. ' 

Tir'd with pinn'd rufis and fans, and partlet strips^ 
And busks and verdingales about their hips ; 
And tread on corked stilts a prisoner's pace. 
And make their napkin for theur spitting place. 
And gripe their waist within a narrow span : 
Fond CsHiis, that wouldst wish to be a man ! 
Whose manish housewives like their refuse state, 
And make a drudge of their uxorious mate. 
Who like a cot-queen freezeth at the rock, 
Whileshisbreech'd dame doth man the foreign stock. 

* The geseral scope of this satire, as its motto denotes, is 
directed against ihe discontent of human beuigs with their re- 
spective conditions. It paints the ambition of the youth to be- 
come a man, of the muckworm to be rich, of the rustic to become 
a ^dier, of the rhymer to appear in print, and of the brain-sick 
reader of foreiga wonders to becoiie a tra?edcr.— £. i ' 
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Aad Mm he deeatf hit home-lired toe « letf 
As hie perched bieciut, or his barrell'd beeC 
Bfoagst ell these stirs of diseootenled etriiB^ 
O let me leed an ecadeenc life ; 
Te know much, and to think for nothing, kne^r 
Nochii^ to haTOy jet think we hare enews 
In skill to wanty and wanting seek for mere} 
In weal nor want, nor wish for greater store. 
Envy, ye monardis, with your proud 
At our low sail, and oar b%h happiness. 



WILLIAM WARNER 

Was a native of Oxfordshire, and was bom, a^ 
Mr. Ellis conjectures^ in 1558. He left the uni- 
versity of Oxford without a degree, and came to 
London, where he pursued the business of an at- 
torney of the common pleas. Seott, the poet of 
Amwell, discovered that he had been buried in the 
church of that parish in 1609, having died suddenly 
in the night-time. 

His Albion's England was once exceedingly po- 
pular. Its publication was at one time interdicted 
by the Star-chamber, for no other reason that can 
now be assigned^ but that it contains some love- 
stories more simply than delicately related. His 
contemporaries compared him to ^rgil, whom he 
certainly did not make his model. Dr. t'ercy thinks 
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he rather resembled Ovid, to whom he is, if pos* 
siblCy still more unlike. His poem is, in foot, an 
enormoas ballad on the histoiy, or rather on thi^ 
fables, appendant to the history of England; he- 
terogeneous indeed, like the Metamorphoses, but 
written with an almost doggrel simplicity. Headley 
has rashly preferred his works to our ancient bal« 
lads ; but with the best of these they will bear no 
comparison. Argentile andCuranhas indeed some! 
beautiful touches, yet that episode requires to be 
weeded of many lines to be read with unqualififed 
pleasure ; and through the rest of his stories we 
shalhsearch in vain for the faniiliar magic of such' 
ballads as Chevy Chase or Gill Morrice. 



r 
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ARGSNTILB AND CURAN, 
FROM ALBION'S ENGLAND* 

■ * 

Argentile, the daughter and heiress of the deceased Kmgi Adel- 
bright, has been left to the protection of her uncle Edel, whc 
disd^arges his trust unfaithfully, and seeks to force his niece to 
marry a suitor nvhom he believes to be ignoble, that he may 
have a pretext for seizing on her kingdom, 

******* 

Yet well he fosters for a time the damsel, that was 

grown 
The fiurest lady under heaven, whose beauty being 

known, 

VOL.1. T 
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A wumy princes 9eA her lore, bst nose nu^^ her 

obCatB, 
Vdr grtpel Edel to himtelf her kingdon MMght Co 

Cain* 
And for that came, from ng^t of anch he did hb 

ward restrain. 
Bjr diance one Citran, son onto a Prince of Danke, 

did see 
The maidy with whom he fell in lore, as modi as one 

might be: 
Unhappy youth, what shoold he do? his saint waa 

kept in mew; 
Nor he nor any nobleman admitted to her view : 
One while in melanchdy fits he pines himself 

away. 
Anon he thought by force of ttrms to win her if he 

may. 
And still against theking*^ restraint did secretly in- 
veigh. 
At length the liigh controller, Lore, whom none 

may disobey, 
Irabased him from lordliness into a kitdien drudge. 
That so at least of life or death she might become 

his judge ; 
Access so had, to see and speak, he did his love 

bewray, 
And tells his birth— her answer was^ she imsbapd- 

less would stay: 
Meanwhile the king did beat his bnun, his boo^ 

to achieve, 



Not tearing what became of her, so he by her migh^ 

thrive ; 
At lait his resolution was f ome peaswt should h^r 

wive : 
And (which was working to his ^ish) hp did ob<^ 

serve with joy. 
How Curaoy whom he thought a drudge, scap'd 

taany an am'rous toy : 
The king, perceiving such his vein, promotes his 

vassal stiU» 
Lest that the baseness of the man should let perhaps- 

bis will ; 
Assured, therefore, of his love, but not suspecting 

who 
The lover was, the king himself ii^ his behalf did 

Wop: 
The lady, resolute from love, unkindly takes that 

Should bar the noble and unto so base a match 

agree; 
And therefore, shifting out of doors, departed hence 

>y stealtl^. 
Preferring poverty before a dangerous life in W9alth» 
When Curan heacd of her escape, the at^uish of 

his heart 
Was more than much, and after her he did from 

court depart ; 
Forgetful of himselfy ^"^ birth, Us country, frienda, 

and all, 

T 2 
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And only mioding whom he missed, the foundress 

of his thrall ; 
Kor means he after to frequent the court, or atately> 

towns. 
But solitarily to live among the country growns, 
A brace of years he lived thus, well pleased so to 

live. 
And, shepherd-like, to feed a flock himself did 

wholly give ; 
So wasting love, by work and want, grew almost to 

the wane. 
And then began a second love, the worser of the 

twain; 
A country wench, a neat-herd's maid, where Curan 

kept his sheep. 
Did feed her drove ; and now on her was all the 

shepherd's keep. 
He borrowed on the working days his holie russets 

oft. 
And of the bacon's fat to make his startups black 

and soft ; 
And lest bis tar-box should ofiend, he left it at the 

fold: 
fifweet' grout or whig his bottle had as much as it 

might hold ; 

A sbave' of bread as brown a? nut, aild cheese ^^ 

white as snow. 
And wildings, or the season's fruit, he did in sCiip 

bestow; 



\ 

\ 
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And whilst his pjebald cur did sleep^ and she^- 

hook lay him by. 
On hollow quills of oateJd straw he piped melody ; 
But when he spied her his saint * * * 

Thus the shepherd wooM. 

Thou art too elvish, faith, thou art ; too elvish aod 

too coy; 
Am I, I pray thee, beggarly,, that such a flock 

enjoy ? 

*^ ihi ** ♦: ♦ * * • ** 

'Believe me, lass, a king is but a man, and so am I; 
Content is worth a monarchy, and mischiefis bit the 

high. 

As late it did a king, and his, not dwelling far from 

hence^ 
^Vho left a daughter^ save thyself, for fair a match- 
less wench ; 
Here did he pause, as if his tongue had done his 

heart offence : 
The neatress, longing for the rest, did egg him on 

to tell 
How fair she was, and who she was. She bore, quoth 

be, the belle ;; 
Por beauty^ though I clownish am, I know what 

beauty is. 
Or did I not, yet seeing thee, I senseless were to 

miss: 
Suppose her beauty Helen's like^ or Helen's. some^ 

^thingless^ 
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And every star consorting to a pure complexion 

guess; 
Her stature comdy taH, her gait well graced^ and 

her wit 
1*0 marvel at^ not meddle with, as matchless I 

omit; 
'A globe-like head, a gold-like hair, a fordiead 

smooth and high. 
An even nose; on eiUier side did shine a greyish 

eye. 

fier smiles were sober, and her looks were cheerful 

unto all. 
And such as neither wanton seem^ nor wayward, mell 

nor gall: 
A nymph no tongue^ no heart, no eye, might 

praise, might wish, might see. 
For life, for love, for form, more good, more worthy 

more fair than she 5 
Yea, such a one as such was none, save oidy she 

wassueh; 
Of Argentile, to say the most, were to be silent 

much.— 
I knew the lady very well, but wortUess of such 

{>rtise. 
The neatress said, and muse I do a shepherd thus 

should blaze 
The coat of beauty j credit me, thy latter Speech be- 
wrays 
Thy clownish shape a colour'd shew ; but wherefore 

dost thou weep ? — 
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The shepherd wept,^ and she was woe, and both did 

silence keep >*- 
In troth, quoth he, I am not such at seeming I 

profess. 
But then for her, and now for thee, I from myself 

digress ; 
Her loved I, wretch that I am, a recreant to be^ 
I loved her that hated love, but now I die tat 

thee. 
At Kirkland is my father's coart, and XlJuran is my 

same. 
In SdeFs court sometime in pomp, till love oob'* 

troll'd the same ; 
But now-*-^what now ? dear heart, how joom, what 

aileth thou to weep ?r*- 
The damsel wept, and he was woe, and both did 

silence keep. 
I grant, quoth she, it was too mudi, that you did 

love so much. 
Bust whom your former could not move, your secoad 

love doth touch ; 
Thy twice beloved Argentile submitteth her to 

thee, 
And, for thy double love, presents herself a smgle 

fee; 
In passion^ not in person, cjvmged; and I, my lord, 

am she ;-^ 
Thus sweetly surfeiting in joy, and silent for » 

space. 
When as the ecstasy had end, did tenderly embrace. 

* * <* t * ^ * ^ ♦ -V 



SIR JOHN HARRINGTON. 

BORN 1561. — ^DI£D I6i2. 



A SPECIMEN of the poetry of Sir John Harrington's 
father has been already given in this volume^ whidi 
is BO polished and refined, as almost to warrant a 
suspicion that the editor of the NugsB Antiquae got 
k from a mor« modern quarter. The elder Har* 
rington was imprisoned in the Tower, under Queen 
Mary, for holding a correspondence with Elizabeth; 
on whose accession his fidelity was rewarded by 
her favour. His son, the translator of Ariodto, was 
kbighted on the field by the Earl of Essex, not 
inuch to the satisfaction of Elizabeth, who was 
sparing of such honours, and chose to confer them 
herself. He was created a knight of the bath in 
the reign of James, and distinguished himself, to the 
violent offence of the high church party, by his 
zeal against the loarriage of bishops. 



VAOM SIR JOHN HARRINGTON'S EPIGRAMS, 
r OF A PRECISE TMhOR* 

^ TAii^oR, thought a man of upright dealing- 
True, but for lying — honest, but for stealings 
Did fall one day extremely sick by chance. 
And on the sudden was in wond'rous trance # 
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The fiends of hell, musterirtg in fearful manner, 
Of sundry colour'd silks display'd a banner 
Which he had stolen, and wishM, as they did tell^ 
That he might find it all one day in hell. 
The man^ affrighted with this apparition. 
Upon recovery grew a great precisian : 
'He bought a Bible of the best translation. 
And m his life he shew'd great reformation ; 
He. walked mannerly, he talked meekly, 
He heard ^three lectures and two sermons weekly;; 
■He Tow'd to shun all company unruly. 
And in his speech he us*d no oath; but truly 
And zealously to keep the sabbath's rest. 
His meat for that day on the eve was drest ; 
And, lest the custom which he had to steal 
Might cause him sometimes to forget his zeal. 
He gives his journeyman a special charge. 
That if the stuff, alUowance being large. 
He found his fingers were to filch inclin'd. 
Bid him to have the banner in his mind* 
This done (I scant can tell the rest for laughter) . 
A captain of a ship came three days after. 
And brought three yards of velvet and three quar- 
ters. 
To make Venetians down bdow the garters. 
He, that precisely knew what was enough. 
Soon slipt aside three quarters o£the stuff;. 
His man, espjring it, said, in derision. 
Master, remember how you saw the vision ! 
Peace, knave ! quoth he, I did not see one rag; . 
Of such a cdlour*d.sUK in all.the 9ag« .. „ ^ . . 



rAOM 

HENRY PERROrS BOOK OF EPIGRAMS, 

nriTLBD SPKIHGES FOR WOODCOCKS. (eDUT. 1613). 

pERROTy I Muipecty was not the ftrnthor, but ooly 
the collector of these trifies, some vi wbrah are 
claimed by other epigramnatists, probably with bo 
better right. It is indeed Terj difficult to aseertain 
the real authors of a vast number of little pieces of 
the l6th and 17th centuries, as die nunor poeta pil' 
&r from each other with the utmost coiAiest aad 
apparent impum^. 



AMBITiO FVMININI CSNSRIS. 

Mistress Matrossa hopes to be a hidy> 
Not as a dignity of late expected ; 
But from the time ahnost she was a baby. 
That hath your richest gentlemen rejected ; 
But yet not dubb'd at present as she should *b^ 
Lives in expectance still— my hdy WoaM«be» 



NBC SUTOR ultra* 
¥Wm T9E UUW. 

A COBBLER and a curate once diluted, . 
Before a judge, about the king's injunctiomB^ 
'Wherein the curate being still confuted^ 
One said 'twere good if the j two changed ftmctiensi 
Nay, quoth the judge, I tbweto wiMild be loth, 
■But, an* you like, we*JI make Aen cohUars balk 



SIR THOMAS OVERBURY 

Was born in IdSl, and perished in tbe Tower of 
London, I6l9, by a late that is too well known. 
The compassion of the puUic for a man of ■ worth, 
*' whose spirit still walked unrevenged amongst 
them," together with the contrast of his ideal Wife 
with the Countess of Essex, who was his murderess^ 
attached an interest and popularity to his poem, and 
made it pass through sixteen editions before the year 
1653* His " Characters f or Witty Descriptions of the 
Properties of sundry Persons,^* is a work of con« 
siderable merit; but unfortunately his prose, as 
well as his verse, has a dryness and quaiutnes^ 
that seem to oppress the natural movement of his 
thoughts. As a poet, he has few imposing attrao 
tions: his beauties must be fetched by repeated 
periiSal. They are those of solid reflection, pre- 
dominating over, but not extinguishing, sensibility s 
and there is danger of the reader neglecting, under 
the coldness and ruggedness of his manner, the 
manly but unostentatious moral feeling that is cod^ 
veyed in his maxims, which are sterling and hberal, 
if we can only pardon a few obsolete ideas on 
female education. 
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FROM UR THOMAS OVERBURT'S POBM, 
THE WIF£» 

******** 

Them may I trust her body with her mind, 
And, thereupon secure^ need never know 
.The pangs of jealousy : and love doth find 
Jdore pain to doubt her false than find her so; 
'For patience is, of evils that are known^ 
The oertab remedy ; but doubt hath none. 

*ABd be that thought once stirr'd^ 'twill never 

die. 
Nor will the grief more mild by custom prove> 
Nor yet amendment can it satisfy ; 
The anguish more or less is as our love ; 
This misery doth from jealousy ensue. 
That we may prove her false, but cannot true^ 

• 

**it****^ 

Give me, next good, an understanding wife. 

By nature wise, not learned by much art ; 

Some knowledge on her part will, all her fife, > 

More scope of conversation impart; 

Besides her inbora virtue fortify ; 

They ace most firmly good that best know why«.- 

A passive understanding to conceive. 
And judgment to discern, I wish to find ; 
Beyond that all as hazardous I leave ; 
Learning and pregnant wit, in womankind. 
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What it finds malleable (it) makes frail. 
And doth not add more ballast, but more saih 

Books are a part of mah*s prerogative ; 
In formal ink they thoughts and voices hold. 
That we to them our solitude may give. 
And make time present travel that of old ; 
Our life fame pieceth longer at the end, 
And books it farther backward do extend. 

So fair at least let me imagine her ; 
That thought td me is truth. Opinion 
Cannot in matters of opinion err ; 
And as my fancy her conceives tabe, 
Ev'n such my senses both do feel and see. 



Beauty in decent shape and colour lies ; 
Colours the matter are, and shape the soul ; 
The soul — ^which from no single part doth rise. 
But from the just proportion of the whole ;— < 
And is a mere spiritual harmony 
Of every part united in the eye. 

No circumstance doth beauty fortify 
Like graceful fashion^ native comeliness ; 

But let that fashion more to modesty 
Tend than assurance — Modes^ doth set 
The face in her just place, from passion t'ree^ 
'Tis both the mind's and body's beauty met. 
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All these good parts a perfect woman make ; 
Add love to me, they make a perfect wi£e ; 
Without her love, her beauty I should take 
As that of pictures dead— ^Aa^ gives it life ; 
Till then her beauty, like the sun, doth shine 
Alike to all ;'^tbat only makes it mine. 



WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE, 

BORN 1564.— DU^ 1616. 



ntoM nn sonhcts. 

SONNET 2. 

Whbi forty winters shall besiege thy brow^ 
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's fields 
Thy youth's proud livery, so gazed on now. 
Will be a tatter*d weed of small worth held ; 
Then being ask'd where all thy beauty lies,— 
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days-p^ 
To say *' within thine own deep sunken eyes,'* 
Were an all-eating shame and thrifUess praise; 
How much more praise deserv'd thy beauty's use. 
If thou coald*st answer ** This fair child of mine 
Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,'* 
Proving his beauty by succession thine : 
This were to be new-made when thou art old. 
And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold. 



SONN£T 54. 

Oh 1 how much more doth Beauty beauteoot fleem. 

By that sweet ornament which tnfth doth gt^ t ^ 

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem 

For that sweet odour which doth in it live ; 

The canker'd blooms have full as deep a dye,. 

As the perfumed tincture 6f the roses. 

Hang on such thorns, and plajTas wanlotilj> « 

When summer's breath their masl^d buds c&K^loaes; 

But) for their virtue only is their shew. 

They live unwooM, and unrespected lade^ 

Die to themselves— Sweet roses do not 80» 

Of their sweet -deaths are sweetest odours matde ; , 

And so of youy beauteous and lovely youth. 

When that shall fade my verse distils your truths 



SONNJBT 116> 

Let me not to the marrii^e of true minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not love ' 

Which alters when it alteration finds. 

Or bends with the remover to remove ; 

O no, it is an ever-fixed mark 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken ; 

It is the star to every wandering bark. 

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be 

taken. 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle's compass come ; 



i 
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Lore alters not with his brief hours and weeks. 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom : 
If this be error, and upon me prov'd, 
I nerer writ, nor bo man ever loved. 



SONNET 145. 



Those lips, that Love's own hand did make,. 
Breathed forth the sound that said '* I hate/*^ 
To me that languish for her sake. 
But when she saw my woeful state, 
Straight in her heart did mercy comt. 
Chiding that tongue that, ever sweet. 
Was usM in giving gentle doom ; 
And taught it thus anew to greet ^ 
*^ I hate" she alter'd with an end 
That fol!ow*d it as gentle day 
Doth follow night, who, like a fiend. 
From heav'n to hell is flown away. 
" I hate"-— from hate away she threw^ 
Ana sav'd my life, saying— "not you.'^ 



SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 

BORN 1552. — ^DIED l6l8. 



It 18 difficult exactly to estimate the poetical cha^ 
racter of this great man, as many of the pieces that 
are ascribed to him have not been authenticated* 
Among these is the ** Soul's Farewell/' which pos- 
sesses a fire of imagination that we would willingly 
ascribe to him, but his claim to it, as has been already 
mentioned, is exceedingly doubtful. The tradition 
of his having written it on the night before his exe« 
cution, is highly interesting to the fancy, but, like 
many fine stories, it has the little defect of being 
untrue, as the poem was in existence mqre than 20 
years before his death. It has accordingly been 
placed in this collection, with several other pieces ta 
which his name has been conjecturally affixed, among 
the anonymous poetry of that period. 

Sir Walter was bom at Hayes Farm;, hi Devon- 
shire, and studied at Oxford. Leaving the univer- 
sity at seventeen, he fought for six years under the 
Protestant banners in France, and afterwards served 
a campaign in the Netherlands. He next distin-> 
guished himself in Ireland during the rebellion of 
1580, under the lord deputy Lord Grey de Wilton, 
with whom his personal disputes eventually promoted 
his fortunes, for being heard in his own cause on re* 
turning Xo.England,. he won the faVour of Elizabeth^ 

VOL. I. u 
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who knighted him, and raised him to such honours 
as alarmed the jealousy of her favourite Leicester. 

In the meax^ time, as early as I57g, he had com* 
menced his adventures with a view to colonize Ame- 
rica — surveyed the territory now called Virginia, in 
IBM, and fitted out successive fleets in support of 
the infant colony. In the destruction of the Spanish 
armada^ as well as in the expedition to Portugal in 
behalf of Don Antonio, he had his full share of action 
and glory ; and though recalled, in 1592, from the 
appointment of general of the expedition against Pa- 
nama, he must have made a princely fortune by the 
success of his fleet, which sailed upon that occasion, 
and returned with the richest prize that had ewer 
been brought to England. The queen was about 
this period so indignant with him for an amoar 
which he had with one of her maids of honour, that, 
though he married the lady (she was the daughter 
of Sir Nidiolas Throgmorton), her majesty coiti- 
mitted him, with his fair partner, to the Tower. 
The queen forgave him, however, at last, and re- 
warded his services with a grant of the manor of 
Sherborne, in Dorsetshire, where he built a mag- 
nificent seat. Raleigh's mind was not one that was 
destined to travel in the wheel-ruts of common pre- 
judice. It was rumoured that he had carried the 
freedom of his philosophical speculation to an luri- 
tical height on many subjects ; and his acceptance 
of the church lands of Sherborne, already mentioned, 
probably supplied additional motives to tb/t dingy 
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to svteli the outcry against his principles. He was 
aecused (by the Jesuits) of atheism — a charge whibh 
his own writings sufficiently refute. Whatever were 
his opinions, the public saved him the trouble of ex-' . 
plaining them ; and the queen, taking it for granted 
that they must be bad, gave him an open, and^ no 
doubt, edifying reprimand. To console himself un« 
der these circumstances, he projected the conquest 
of Guiana, sailed' thither in 1595, and having cap- 
tured the city of San Joseph, returned and published 
an account of liis voyage. In the following year he 
acted gallantly under the Earl of Essex at Cadiz, as 
well as in what was called the *^ island Voyage ^** 
On the latter occasion he failed of complete success 
only through the jealousy of the fitvourite. 

His letter to Cecil, in which he exhorted that 
statesman to the destruction of Essex, forms bdt tool 
sad and notorious a blot in our hero's memory ; yet 
even that ofknce will not reconcile us id behold the 
successor of Elizabeth robbing Raleigh of his estate 
to bestow it on the minion Carr ; and on the grounds 
of a plot in which his participattoh was never proved, 
condemning to fifteen years of imprisonment the 
man who had enlarged the empire of his country, 
and the boundaries of human knowledge. James 
could estimate the wise, but shrunk from cordiality 
with the brave. He released Raleigh from ilvarici^ 
ous hopes about the mine of Guiana, and when dis* 

* A voyage that was aimed principally at the Spanish Plate 
fieetif. 

V 2 
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i^pointed in that object, sacrificed him to motiTes^ 
still baser than avarice. On the 29th of October/ 
l6l9f Raleigh perished on a scaffold, in Old Palace- 
yard^ bjf a sentence originally iniquitous, and which 
his commission to Guiantf had virtually revoked. 



THE SILENT LOVER. 

Passions are liken'd best to floods and streams. 
The shallow murmur, but the deep are dumb ; 
So when afiection yields discourse, it seems 
The bottom is but shallow whence they come ; 
They that are rich in words must needs discover 
They are but poor in that which makes a lover. 

Wrong not, sweet mistress of my heart. 
The merit of true passion. 
With thinking that he feels no smart 
That sues for no compassion* 

Since if my plaints were not t' approve 
The conquest of thy beauty. 
It comes not from defect of love, 
But fear t* exceed my duty,. 

For not knowing that I sue to serve 
. A saint of such perfection 
As all desire, but none deserve 
A place in her affection. 
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I rather chuse to want relief 
Than venture the revealing ; 
Where glory recommends the grief, 
Despair disdains the healing. 

Silence in love betrays more woe 
Than words, tho* ne*er so witty ; 
A beggar that is dumb, you know, 
May challenge double pity. 

Then wrong not, dearest to my heart. 
My love for secret passion ; 
He smarteth ?aost who hides his smart. 
And sues for ne compassion. 



A NYMPH*S DISDAIN OF LOVB. 

Het down a down, did Dian sing, 

Amongst her virgins sitting. 

Than love there is no vainer thing 

For maidens most unfitting : 

And so think I, with a down down derry. 

When women knew no woe, 
Butliv'd themselves to please. 
Men's feigning guiles they did not know. 
The ground of their disease. 
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Unborn was false Suspect ; 

No thought of Jealousy; 

From wanton toys and fond affect 

The virgm's life was free : 

Hey down ^down, did Dian sing, &c. 

At length men used charois. 
To which what maids gave ear, 
]Smbracing gladly endless harms. 
Anon enthralled were. 

Thus women welcom'd woe, 
Disguis'd in name of love ; 
A jealous heW, a painted show. 
So shall they find that prove. 

Hey down a down, did Dian sing, 
AmQngst her virgins sittings 
Than love there is no vainer thing. 
For maidei^ most unfitting. 



A VISION UPON THE FAIRY QUEEN* 

Methought I saw the grave where Laura lay. 
Within that temple where the vestal flame 
Was wont to bum : and passing by that way 
To see that buried dust of living iamcj 
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Whose tomb fair Love and fairer Virtue kept, 
All suddenly I saw the Fairy Queen, 
At whose approach the soul of Petrarch wept; 
And from thenceforth those Graces were not seen. 
For they this Queen attended ; in whose stead 
Oblivion laid him down on Laura's hearse. 
Hereat the hardest stones were seen to bleed. 
And groans of buried ghosts the heavens did piercet 
Where Homer*s spright did tremble all for grie^ 
And curs'd th* access of that coelestial thief. 



THE SHBPHBRD^S DESCRIPTION OF LOVE. 

Ascribed to Sir W. Raleigh in England's Helicon. 

Melibaeus. Shepherd, what's love^ I pray thee telL 
Faustm. It is that fountain and that well 

Where pleasure and repentance dwell ; 
It is, perhaps, that sauncing bell 
That tolls all into heav'n or heU^ 
And this is love as I heard tell. 
Af. Yet, what is love ? I prithee say* 
jF. It is a work on holiday; 

It is December match'd with May, 
When lusty blood 's in fresh array, 
And this is love as I hear say. 

M» Yet, what is love i good shepherd, saiR« 
F. It is a sunshine mixt with rain; 
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Itis a toothache, oriike pain.; 
It is a game where none doth gain ; 
The lass saith tio, and would fidl fain. 
And this is love as I hear sain, 

M. Yet, shepherd, what is lore, I pray^^ 
F, It is a yea, it is a nay, 

A pretty kind of sporting firay^ 

It is A thing will soon away 3 

Then nymphs take vantage while you 
may, 

And this is love as I hear say. 

• M. And what is love, good shepherd, shew ? 
F, A thing that creeps, it ca^anot gp; 
A prize that passeth to and fro ; 
A thing for one, a thing for moe. 
And he that proves shall find it so; 
And^ shepherd, this is love, I trow. 



DULCINA. 



As at noon Dulcina rested 

In her sweet and shady bower. 
Came a shepherd, and requested 
In her lap to sleep an hour. 
But from her look 
A wound he tooljL 
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;So deepi that for a farther boon 

The njrmp^ he prays ; 

Whereto she says, 
« Forego me now, come to me soon !** 

But in vain she did conjure him 

To depart her presence so, 
Having a thousand tongues t' allure him. 
And but one to Bid him go. 

When lips invite. 

And eyes delight^ 
And cheeks, as fresfh as rose in June^ 

Persuade delay. 

What boots to say, 
** Forego me now, come to me soon I " 

He demands, what time for pleasure 

Can there be more fit than now ? 
She says, night gives love that leisure 
Which the day doth not allow. 
He says, the sight 
Improves delight ; 
Which she denies ; " Night's murky noon 
In Venus' plays 
Makes bold," she says, 
" Forego me now, come to me soon !'* 

But what promise, or profession. 

From his hands could purchase scope i 

Who would sell the sweet possession ^ 
Of such beauty for a hope ? 
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Or for the sight 

Of lingering night. 
Forego the present joys of nooii i 

Tho* ne*er so fair 

Her speeches were, 
^* Forego me now» come to me soon ! " 

How at last agreed these lovers ? 

She was fair, and he was young : 
The tongue may tell what th' eye discovers ; 
Joys unseen are never sung. 

Did she consent. 

Or he relent ? 
Accepts he night, or grants she noon ? 

Lefl he her maid. 

Or not ? she said, 
« Forego me now, come to me soon !" 



ms LOVB ADMITS NO RIVAL. 

Shall I, like a hermit, dwell, 
On a rock, or in a cell. 
Calling home the smallest part 
That is missing of my heart. 
To bestow it where I may 
Meet a rival every day? 
If she undervalue me. 
What cmre I how fiur she be ? 
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Were her tresses angel gold, 
If a stranger may be bold, 
Unrebuked, unafraid, 
To convert them to a braid ; 
And with little more ado 
Work them into bracelets^ too i 
If the mine be grown so free. 
What care I how rich it be i 

Were her band as rich a prize 
As her hairs, or precious ejes. 
If she lay them out to take 
Kisses, for good manners' sake : 
And let every lover skip 
From her hand unto her lip ; 
If she seem not chaste to me» 
What care I how chaste she be i 

No ; she must be perfect snow. 
In effect as well as show ; 
Warming but as snow-balls do. 
Not like fire, by burning too ; 
But when she by change hath got 
To her heart a second lot, 
Then, if others share with me. 
Farewell her, whatever she be ! 



JOSHUA SYLVESTER, 

Who in his day obtained the epithet of the silver- 
tongued, was a merchant adventurer^ and died 
abroad at Middleburg, in i6l 8. He was a candidate, 
in the year 15Q7, for the office of secretary to a 
trading company at Stade ; on which occasion the 
Earl of Essex seems to have taken a friendly interest 
in his fortunes. Though esteemed by the court of 
England (on one occasion he signs himself the pen- 
sioner of Prince Henry), he is said to have been 
driven from home by the enmity which his satires 
excited. This seems very extraordinary, as there 
is nothing in his vague and dull declamations against 
vic^, that needed to have ruffled the most thin* 
skinned enemies — so that his travels were probably 
made more from the hope of gain than the fear of 
persecution. He was an eminent linguist, and writes 
his dedications in several languages, but in his own 
he often fathoms the bathos, and brings up such lines 
as these to king James. 

So much, O king, thy sacred worth presume I on, 
James, the just heir of England's lawful union. 

His works are chiefly translations, including that of 
the Divine Weeks and Works of Du Bartas. His 
claim to the poem of the Soul's Errand, as has been 
already mentioned, is to be entirely set aside. 
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■^ STANZAS 

FROM " AJLL IS NOT GOLD THAT OUTTERS.'* 

To Religion, 

Religion, O thou life of life. 

How worldlings, that prophane thee rife. 

Can wrest thee to their appetites ! 

How princes, who thy power deny, 

Pretend thee for their tyranny, 

And people for their false delights ! ' 

Under thy sacred name, all over. 

The vicious all their vices cover ; 

The insolent their insolence^ 

The proud their pride, the false their fraud, 

The thief his theft, her filth the bawd, 

The impudent their impudence. 

Ambition under thee aspires. 
And Avarice under thee desires ; 
Sloth under thee her ease assumes. 
Lux under thee all overflows. 
Wrath under thee outrageous grows. 
All evil under thee presumes. 

Religion, erst so venerable. 
What art thou now but made a fable, 
A holy mask on Folly's brow. 
Where under lies Dissimulation, 
Lined with all abomination. 
Sacred Religion, where art thou ? 
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Kot in the church with Simooj, 
Mot <m the bench with Bribery, 
Nor in the court with Mnchiavel, 
Nor in the city with deceits. 
Nor in the country with debates ; 
For what hath Heaven to do with Hell ^ 



SAMUEL DANIEL. 

BORN 1562/»PUU> 1619. 



Samuel Daniel was the son of a music<4naster, 
and was born at Taunton, in Somersetshire. He 
was patronized and probably maintained at Oxford, 
by the noble family of Pembroke. At the age o£ 
twenty-three he translated Paulus Jpvius's Dis« 
course of Rare Inventions. He was afterwards tutor 
to tlie accomplished and spirited l4idy Anne Clif<* 
ford, daughter to the Earl of Cumberland, who 
raised a monument to his memory, on which she 
recorded that she had been his pupil. At the death 
of Bpenier he furnished, as a voluntary laureat, 
several masks and pageants for the court, bnt re- 
tired, with apparent mortification, before the ascend- 
ant favour of Jonson ^ 

* The Uteit editor of Jonson affirmi the whole conduct of that 
gTMit poet toward! Daniel to have been perfectly honourable, 
lioiae uuall tjiceptkm to tlUa mint bt made;, when we torn to the 
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While composing his dramas he Hved in Old^ 
street, St. Luke's, which was at that time thought 
retirement from London ; but at times he frequented 
the city, and had the honour of ranking Shakspeare 
and Selden among his friends. In his old age he 
turned husbandman, and closed his days at a fiurm 
in Somersetshire. 



RICHARD TH£ SBCOND, THE MORNING BBFORB HIS 
MURDER IN FOMFRET CASTLB. 

DANIEL'S CIVIL WARS, ST. 62, 69* 

Whether tlie soul receives intelligencei 
By her near genius, of the body's end. 
And so imparts a sadness to the sense. 
Foregoing ruin, whereto it doth tend ; 
Or whether nature else hath conference 
With profound sleep, and so doth warning send. 
By prophetizing dreams, what hurt is near. 
And gives the heavy careful heart to fear :— - 

However, so it is, the now sad king, 
TossM here and there his quiet to confound, 
Feels a strange weight of sorrows gathering 
Upon hb trembling heart, and sees no ground ; 

derision of Daoiei's yerses, wbkh is pointed out by tbe editot 
ktmself, in Cynthia's Revels. This was unworthy of Jonsoo, is 
the yerscs of Daniel at which he sneers are not contemptible^ and 
as Daniel was confessedly an amiable man, who died " beloved, 
honoured, and iatnentcd.*' — £. 
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Fedi sudden terror bring cold shivering; 
Lists not to eat, still muses, sleeps unsound ; 
His senses droop, his steady eyes unquick. 
And much he ails, and yet he is not sickb 

The morning of that day which was his last. 

After a weary rest, rising to pain, 

Out at a little grate his eyes he cast 

Upon those bordering hills and open plain. 

Where otlier*s liberty makes him complain 

The more his own, and grieves his soul the more^ 

Conferring captive crowns with freedom poor, 

O happy man, saith he, that lo I see. 
Grazing his cattle in those pleasant fields. 
If he but knew his good. How blessed he 
That feels not what affliction greatness yields! 
Other than what he is he would not be. 
Nor change his state with him that sceptre wields^ 
Thine, thine is that true life : that is to live^ 
To rest secure, and not rise up to grieve. 

Thou sitt'st at home safe by thy quiet fire,< 
And hear*st of other's harms, but fearest none : 
And there thou tell'st of kings, and who aspire. 
Who fall, who rise, who triumph, who do moan. 
Perhaps thou talk'st of me, and dost enquire 
Of my restraint, why here I live alone, 
And pittest this my miserable fall ; 
For pity must have part — envy not all. 
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Thrice happy you that look as from the ahore^ 
And have no venture in the wreck you see ; 
No interest^ no occasion to deplore 
Other men's travels, while yourselves sit free; 
How much doth your sweet rest make us the morar^ 
To see our misery and what we be : 
Whose blinded greatness, ever in turmoil, 
StiH seeking happy life, makes life a toilv 



GILES AND PHINEA& 
FLETCHER. 



The affinity and genius of these two poets naturally 
associate their names. They were the cousins o^ 
Fletcher the dramatisl, and the sons of a Dr. Giles 
Fletcher, who, among several important missions ia 
the reign of Queen Elisabeth, negotiated a com* 
mercial treaty with Russia greatly to the advantage 
of England, in spite of many obstacles that were 
presented by a capricious czar and a barbarous 
court. His remarks on Russia were suppressed on 
their first appearance, but were afterwards repub- 
lished in 1643, and incorporated with Hakluyt*s 
Voyages. 

Mr. A. Chalmers^ in his British Poets, mentions 
Giles as the elder son of this Dr. Fletcher, evidently 
by mistake, as Giles, in his poetry,, spe^ of his own 
<^ gpeen muse hiding her younger head,*' with refer*; 
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ence to hu senior brother* Giles was bred tt Cant* 
bridge, and died at his living of Alderston* in Siffi^lc^ 
in 1623. Phineas vas educated at the same udk 
versitj^ and wrote an account of its founders and 
learned men. He was also a clergyman, and kcUl 
the living of Htlgay» in Norfolk, for twenty-ninift' 
years. They were both the disciples of Spenser, 
and, with bis diction gently moderniEed, retained 
much of his melody and luxuriant expression. Giles, 
inferior as he is to Spenser and Milton, might be 
figured, in his happiest moments, as a link of con- 
nexion in our poetry between those congenial ^irits, 
for he reminds us of both, and evidently ga^e hints 
to the latter in a poem on the same subject with 
Paradise Regained. 

X3yes*s '< Temptation and Victory of Christ'' Iiaa 
a tone of enthusiasm peculiarly solemn. Phineas/- 
with a livelier fancy, had a worse taste. He lavished 
dn a bad subject the graces and ingenuity that weald 
have made a fine poem on a good design. Throt^b 
five cantos of his << Purple Idand,*' he tries to sweetest 
the language of anatomy by the flowers of poetrj, 
and to support the wings of allegory by bodily in* 
stead of spiritual phenomena. Unfortunately in the 
remaining cantos he only quits the dissecting table U> 
launch into the subtlety of the schools^ and describes 
Intellect, the Prince of the Isle of Man, with his eight 
counsellors, Fancy, Memory, the Common Sense, 
and the five external Senses, as holding out in the 
Human Fortress against the £vil Powers tet be-^^ 
siege it. Here he strongly resen^lei the old Scottish 



peiek GaviA Douglas, in his poem of King Heart* 
But lie outstrips all allegorists in conceit, wHen htt 
^tiilHts Voletta, or the Will, the wife of Intellect^ 
pmpt in her fainting fits by Repentance, who ad- 
ministers restorative waters tathe Queen, made with 
lip's confession and with ^ pickled sighs,^' stilled 
in the dembic of a broken spirit. At the approach' 
of the combat between the good and evil powei^^ 
the interest of the narration is somewhat qufckenedji 
and the parting of the sovereign and the queen, wflli 
their champions, is not unfeelingly pourtrayed« 

Long at the gate the thoughtftd InteUect 

Staid wHh his fearful queen and daughter fair; 

And when the knights were past their &m aspect 

They foUow'd them with vows and many a prayer; 

At last they climb up to the castle's heighti 

Vtom which the deeds .of every knight, 

And mark'd the doubtful end of this kitestine fights 

As when a youth, bound for the Belgic war,- 
Takes leave of friends upon the Kentish shore. 
Now are they parted; and he sail'd so far, 
They see not now, and now are seen no mor^ ; 
Yet, far off, viewing the white trembling sailf^ 
The tender mother soon plucks off her vails. 
And, shaking them aloft, unto her son she hailf.^ - 

But the conclusion of the Purple Island sitiks intm 
such abswdily and ctdulation, that wq eouM ghidly 

x2 
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wish the poet back again to allegorizing the bladder 
and kidneys. In a contest about the eternal salfra- 
tion of the human soul, the event is decided by 
King James the First (at that time a sinner upon 
earth) descending from heaven with his treatise on 
the Revelations under his arm, in the form of an 
angel, and preceding the Omnipotent, who putathe 
forces of the dragon to the rout* 

These incongruous conceptions are clothed in 
ti^rmony, and interspersed with beautiful thoughts : 
but natural sentiments and agreeable imagery will 
not incorporate with the shapeless features of such 
a design, they stand apart from it like things of a 
different element, and, when they occur, only espose 
its deformity. On the contrary, in the brother's 
poem of Christ's Triumph, its main effect, though 
somewhat sombrous, is not marred by such repul- 
sive contrasts ; its beauties, therefore, all tell in re- 
lieving tedium, and reconciling us to defects. 



MERCY DWELLING IN HEAVEN AND PLEADING FDR 
THE GUILTY, WITH JUSTICE DESCRIBED &Y HER 
QUALITIES. 

FROM GILES FLETCHER'S CHRIST'S VICTORY IN HEAVEN. 

But Justice had no sooner Mercy seen 
Smoothing the wrinkles of her father's brow. 
But up she starts, and throws herself between :: 
As when a vapour from a moory slou^h^ - . 
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Meeting with fresh Eous, that but now 
OpenM the world, which all in darkness lay. 
Doth heaven's bright face of his rays disarray. 
And sads the smiling orient of the springing day. 

She was a virgin of austere regard : 

Not as the world esteems her^ deaf and blind; 

But as the eagle^ that hath oft comparM 

Her eye with heaven^s, so^ and more brightly 

shin'd 
Her lamping sight : for she the same could wind 
Into the solid heart> and, with her ears, 
The^silencO'of the thought loud peaking hears. 
And in one hand a pair of even scales she wears. 

No riot of affection revel kept 
Within her breast, but a still apathy 
Possessed all her soul, which softly slept 
Securely without tempest ; no sad cry 
Awakes her pity, but wrongM Poverty, 
Sending his eyes to heav*n swimming in tears. 
With hideous clamours ever struck her ears. 
Whetting the blazing sword that in her hand she 
bears. 

The winged lightning is her Mercury, 

And round about her mighty thunders sound : 

Impatient of himself lies pining by 

Pale Sickness, with his kercher'd head upwound. 

And thousand noisome plagues attend her round. 
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But if her cloudy brow but once grow finilj 
The fliots do melt, and rocks to water roll, 
And. miry mountaias ^ake» and frighted skadawt 
. howL 

Famine, and bloodlees Care, and bloody War } 
Wanty and the want of knowledge how to iue 
Abundance ; Age, and Fear, that runs afiur 
Before his fellow Qrief, that aye pumues 
His winged steps ; for who would not refuse . 
Giiers company, a dull and raw-bon'd sprighl,: 
That lanks the cheeks, and pales the freshest sightt 
Unbosoming the cheerful breast of all delight? 



JUSTICE APDRBSSING THE CBEATOR* 

Upon two «tony tables, spread before her. 
She leant her bosom, more than stony hard ; 
There slept th' impartial judge and strict 
Of wrong or right, with pain or with reward ; 
There hung the score of all our debts— the card 
Where good, and bad, and life, and deatb^ wm 

paipted : 
Was never heart of mortal so untainted. 
But, when that scroll was read, with thousand terrehi 

fainted. 

Witness ^b» thunder that Mount Sinai heaid. 
When «11 the 4nU with fiery clouds did Aune, ^ 
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And waad'rmg Israel, with the sight aletr'd. 
Blinded with seeing, durst not toudh the sauiVy 
But like a wood of shaking leaves became. 
On this dead Justice, she, the living law. 
Bowing herself with a majestic awe, 
All heaven, to hear her speech^ ^ into 
draw. 



ttSaCY B&IGHTENING THB RAINBOW. 

HiGti in the airy element there hung 

Ailother cloudy sea, that did disdain. 

As thou^ his purer waves from heaven sprung, . 

To crawl on earth, as doth the sluggish main( 

But it the earth would water with his rain. 

That ebb'd and flow'd as wind and season would ; ' 

And oh the sua would cleave the limber mould 

To alabaster rocks, that in the Uquid roU'd. 

Beneath thbse sunny bai^s a darker doudi 
Dropping wkh thicker dew, did melt apace^ 
And bent its^f into a hollow shroud^ 
On whi<^, if Mercy did but oast her ^e, 
A thousand colours did the bow enchase. 
That wonder was to see the silk distain'd 
With the resplendence from her beauty gained. 
And Iris paint her locks with beams so lively feign'd. 
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About her head a -cypress heav'n she wore^ 
Spread like a veil upheld with silver wire» 
In which the stars so burnt in golden ore. 
As seem'd the azure web was all on fire : 
But hastily, to quench their sparkling ire» 
A flood of milk came rolling up the shore* 
That on his curded wave swift Argus wore* 
And the immortal swan, that did her life deplore* 

Yet strange it was so many stars to see. 
Without a sun to give their tapers light : 
Yet strange it was not that it so should be ; 
For, where the sun centres himself by right. 
Her face and locks did flame, that at the sight 
The heavenly veil, that else should nimbly move* 
Forgot his flight, and all incens'd with Joye^ 
With wonder, imd amazement, did her beauty prove* 

Over her hung a canopy of state. 

Not of rich tissue, nor of spangled gold. 

But of a substance, though not animate^ 

Yet of a heavenly and spiritual mould, 

That only eyes of spirits might behold : 

Such light as from main rocks of diamond. 

Shooting their sparks at Phoebus, would rebound. 

And little angels, holding hands, danc*d all around* 



XilLBS AND PHINBAS VLSfCHMVL, 313 

THB.PAI<A€JB OF PRJSSUMPTION. 

Hbrb did Presumption her pavilion spread 
Over the temple^ the bright stars among> 
(Ah that her foot should trample on the head 
Of that most reverend place !) and a lewd throng 
Of wanton boys sung her a pleasant song 
Of love> iong life, of mercy^ and of grace. 
And every otte her dearly did j^bracei 
And she herself enamour'd was of her own face. 

A painted face, belied with vermeil store, 
Whibh light Euelpis ejrery day did trim» 
That in one hand a jgrlded anchor wore. 
Not fixed on the rock, but on the brim 
Of the wide air, she let it loosely swim ! 
Her other hand a sprinkle carried. 
And ever when her lady wavered. 
Court-holy water all upon her sprinkled. 

Her tent with sunny clouds was ciel'd aloft. 
And so exceeding shone with a false' light. 
That Heav'a itself to her it seemed oft, . 
Heaven without clouds to her deluded sight ; 
But clouds withouten Heav*n it was aright: 
And as her house was built so did her brain 
Build castles in the air, with idle pain, 
But heart she never had in all her body vain. 
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Like as a ship, in which no balance lies. 

Without a pilot on the sleeping waves, 

Fairlj along with wind and water flies. 

And painted masts with silken sails embraces. 

That Neptune's self the bragging yessel savei. 

To laugh awhile at her so proud array ; 

Her waving streamers loosely shekels play. 

And flagging colours shine as bright as smiling day. 

But all so soon as Heav'n his brows doth bend. 
She veils her banners, and pulls in her beams, 
The empty bark the raging billows send 
Up to the Olympic waves, and Argus seeini 
Again to ride upon our lower streams : 
Right so Presumption did herself behave. 
Tossed about with every stormy wave. 
And in white lawn she went, most like an angel brave. 

All suddenly the hill his snow devours. 

In lieu whereof a goodly garden grew. 

As if the snow had melted into flow'rs. 

Which their sweet breath in subtle vapours threw. 

That all idbout perfumed spirits flew. 

For whatsoever might aggrate the sense. 

In all ^e world, or please the appetence, 

Here it was poured out in lavish affluence* 

■ 

The garden like a lady fair was cut, 
That lay as if she si umber *d in delight. 
And to the open skies her eyes did shut ; 
The azHre fields of Heav'n were 'sembled right 
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In a large round, set with the flow'rs ef light : 
The flow'rs-de-lucei and the round sparks of deur 
That hung upon their azure leaves, did shew 
Like twinkling stars, that sparkle in the evening 
blue. 

Upon a hilljr bank her head she cast, 
On which the bower of Vain-delight was built. 
White and red roses for her face were plac'd. 
And for her tresses marigolds were spilt : 
Them broadly she display'd, like flaming gilt» . 
Till in the ocean the glad day were drown'd : 
.Then up again her yellow locks she wound, 
^nd with green fillets in their pretty cauls diefli 
bound. 

Over the hedge depends the graping olmy 

Whose greener head, empurpuled in wiAe, 

Seemed to wonder at his bloody helm, 

And half suspect the bunches of the vine, 

Le^t they, perhaps, his wit should undermine. 

For well he knew such fruit he never bore : 

But her weak arms embraced him the more. 

And her with ruby grapes laugh*d at her .paramour^ 
*«*#**#♦ 

Undjir the shadow of these drunken elms 

A fountain rose, 
******** 
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The font of silver wHs, and so his showers 

In Bilver fell, only the gilded bowls, 

(Like to a furnace, that the min'ral powers) 

Seem*d to have molt it in their shining holes : 

And on the water, like to burning coals, 

On liquid silver leaves of roses lay : 

But when Panglory here did list to play. 

Rose-water then it ran, and milk it rain'd they say* 

The roof thick clouds did paint, from which thr^ 

boys 
Three gaping mermaids with their eawrs did feed^ 
Whose breasts let fall the streams, with sleepy noise^ 
To lions mouths, from whence it leapt with speedy 
And in the rosy laver seem'd to bleed ; 
The naked boys unto the waters &11, 
Their stony nightingales had taught to call. 
When zephyr breath'd into their wat'ry interail. 

And all about, embayed in soft sleep, 

A herd of charmed beasts aground were spread. 

Which the fair witch in golden chains did keep> 

And them in willing bondage fettered : 

Once men they liv^d^ but now the men were dead. 

And turn*d to beasts, so fabled Homer old. 

That Circe with her potion, charmM in gold, 

Us'd manly souls in beastly bodies to immould.' 
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FROM PHINEA8 FLETCHER'S PURPLE ISLAND* CANTO Tn. 
INSTABILITY OF HUMAN GREATNESS. 

Fond man, that looks on earth for happiness, 
And here long seekf what here is never found ! 
For all our good we hold from Heav'n by lease. 
With many forfeits and conditions bound ; 
Nor can we pay the fine, and rentage due : 
Though now but writ, and seal'd, and giv'n anew. 
Yet daily we it break, then daily must renew. 

Why shouldst thou here look for perpetual good. 
At every loss against Heav*n's face repining ? 
Do but behold where glorious cities stood. 
With gilded tops, and silver turrets shining ; 
Where now the hart fearless of greyhound feeds, 
And loving pelican in safety breeds ; 
Where screeching satyrs fill the people's empty 
steads. 

Where is the Assyrian lion's golden hide. 
That all the east once grasp'd in lordly paw ? 
Where that great Persian bear, whose swelling pride 
The lion's self tore out with ravenous jaw ? 
Or he which, 'twixt a lion and a pard. 
Through all the world with nimble pinions far'd. 
And to his greedy whelps his conquered kingdoms 
shar*d > 
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Hardly the place of such antiquity. 

Or note of these great monarchies we find : 

Only a fading verbal memory, 

And empty name in writ is left behind : 

But when this second life and glory fades. 

And sinks at length in time's obscurer shadefi* 

A second fail aucceedss and double death invtdei. 



That monstrous beast, which nurs'd in Tiber's 
Did all the world with hideous shape affiray ; 
T^at fiird with costly spoil his gaping den. 
And trode down all the rest to dust and clay : 
His battering horns pull'd out by civil hands. 
And iron teeth lie scattered on the sands ; 
Back'd, bridled by a monk, with sev'n heads yoked 
stands. 

And that black vulture \ which with deathful wing 
Overshadows half the earth, whose dismal sight 
Frightened the Muses from their native spring. 
Already stoops, and flags with weary flight : 
Who then shall look for happiness beneath ? 
Where each new day proclaims chance, change, 

and death, 
And life itself 's as flit as is the air we breathe. 

» The Turk. 
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FabK TBE SAKB. CAMTO XBL 
HAPPINESS OF THE SHEPHERD'S LIFE. 

Thricb, oh, thrice happy, shefdierd*s life and state ! 
When courts are happiness, unhappy pawasi 
His cottage low and safely humble gate 
Shuts out proud Fortune, with her scbms and fawns : 
No feared treason breaks his qaiet sleep : 
Singing all day, his flocks he learns to keep ; 
Himself as innocent as are his simple sheep. 

Na Serian worms he knows, that with their thread 
Draw out their silken lires: nor silken pride : 
His lambs* warm fleece well fits his littie need. 
Not in that proud Sidonian tincture dy'd : 
No empty hopes^ no courtly fears him fright i 
Nor begging wants his middle fortune bite : 
But sweet content exiles both misery and spite. 

Instead of music, and base flattering tongues. 
Which wait to first salute my lord's uprise ; 
The cheerful lark wakes him with early songs. 
And birds sweet whistling notes unlock his tyts : 
In country plajrs is all the strife he uses ; 
Or sing, or dance unto the rural Moses; 
And but in music's sports all diffinence refuses* 

, His certain life, that never can deceive hii9. 
Is full of thousand sweets, and rich content : 
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The smooth-leav'd beeches in the field receive hiia 
With coolest shades, till noon-tide rage is spent : 
His life is neither toss*d in boist'rous seas 
Of troublous world, nor lost in slothful ease : 
Pleaa'd, and fall blest he lives, when be his God can 
please. 

His bed of wool yields safe and^quiet sleeps. 
While by his side his faithful spouse hath place ; 
His little son into his bosom creeps. 
The lively picture of his fkther's fece : 
Never his humble house nor state torment him ; 
Less he could like, if less his God had sent him ; 
And when he dies, green turfs, with grassy tomb^ 
content him. 



HENRY NONSTABLE, 

SoRN,' according to Mr. Ellis's conjecture, about 
1568, was a noted sonneteer of his time. Dr. 
Birch, in his Memoira of Queen Elizabeth, sup- 
poses that he was the same Henry Constable, who, 
for his zeal in the Catholic religion, was long obliged 
to live in a state of banishment. He returned tO' 
England, however, about the beginning of Juniea'^ 
reign. The time of his death is unknown. 
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SONNET. 



Let ethers ring of knights and paladins, 
Ib aged accents and uatimefy words, . 
Paint shadows in imaginary lines. 
Which well the reach of their high wits records ; 
But I must sing of thee and those fair eyes. 
Authentic shall my verse m time to come. 
When yet th' unhorn shall say, lo, here she lies ! 
Whose beauty made him speak what else was dumb. 
These are the arks, the trophies I erect, 
Hiat fortify thy name against old age, , 
And these thy sacred virtues must protect 
Against the d^rk, and Time's consuming age; 
Tliough th' error of my youth they shall discover. 
Suffice to shew I liv'd, and was thy lover. 



NICHOLAS BRETON. 

Mr. Ellis conjectures, that. this writer was born 
ki 15559 and died in l624. He is supposed by 
Mr. Ritson tp be the same Capt. VUcK Breton, 
whose monument is sjtill in the church of Norton, 
in which parish his family were lords ofjtha manor 
till within these few years. His hajj^i^t yein is in 
little pastoral pieces. In addition to the long roll 
of his indifierent works. which are enumerated in 
the Biograpbia PoGtic8,\the,€eit8Ura Litjeraria ini- 
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putet to him a novel of singular abcurditj, in 
which the miseries of the heroine of the story are 
consummated by having her nose bit off by an i^d 
and angry rival of her husband. 



FROM ENGLAND'S HBUCON. 
A PASTORAL OF PHILLIS ANB COIIIDON* 

On a hill there grows a flower^ 
Fair befal the dainty sweet ! 
By that flower there is a bower. 
Where the heavenly Muses meet. 

In that bower there is a chair. 
Fringed all about with gold, 
Where doth sit the Purest fair 
That ever eye did yet behold/ 

It is IHullis fair and bright. 
She that is the shepherd's joy. 
She that Venus did despite. 
And did bJind her little boy. 

This is she, the wise, the rich. 
That the World desires to see ; 
This is ipsa qua, the which 
Thereis none but only she* 

Who would not this hce admire i 
Wtio would not^lhis saint adore i 
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Who would not this sight desire^ 
Though he thought to see no more ? 

O fair eyes, yet let me see 
One good look, and I am gone ; 
Look on me, for I am 1^, 
Thy poor silly Corldon. 

Thou that art the shepherd's queen, 
Look upon thy silly swain ; 
By thy comfort h^ve been seen 
Dead men brought to life again. 



A SW£^ PASTORAL, 
^IIOM T9E SAMB. 

Good Muse, rock me asleep 
With some sweet harmony ; 
The weary eye is not to keep 
Thy wary company. 

Sweet loire^ begone awhile. 
Thou know'st my heaviness; 
Beauty is born but to beguile 
My heart of happbess. 

See how my litde flock 

That lov*d to feed on higfa^ 

Do headlong tumble down the rock. 

And in the vklley die. 

y2 
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The bushes and the trees. 
That were so fresh and green. 
Do all their dainty colour leese,. 
And not a kaf is seen. 

Sweet Philomel, the bird 
That hath the heavenly throaty 
Doth now, alas ! not once afford 
Recording ^f a note« 

The flowers hare had a frost. 
Each herb hath lost her savour. 
And Phillida the &ir h$th lost 
The comfort of her favour. 

Now all these careful sights 
So kill me in conceit. 
That how to hope upon delights^ 
Is but a mere deceit; 

And, therefore, my sweet Muse, 
Thou know'st what help, is best. 
Do now thy heiavenly conning use,. 
To set n^y heart at rest. 

And in a dream bewray 
What fate shall be my fticmd. 
Whether ray life shall still decay». 
Or when my sorrow end«. 



DR. THOMAS LODGE, 

BORN 1556— DIED l625. 

Was of a family in Lincolnshire, and was educated 
at Oxford. He practised as a physician in London, 
and is supposed to have fallen a martyr to the me- 
morable plague of 1625. He wrote several plays 
and other poetical works of considerable merit, and 
translated the works of Josephus into English. 



rosader's sonetto. 

FROM LODGE'S ROMANCE, CALLED EUPHUES'S GOLDEN 

LEGACY. 

TuRV I my looks imto the skies^ 
Love with his arrows wounds mine eyes ^ 
If so I look upon the ground^ 
Love then in every flower is found ; 
Search I the shade to flee my pain^ 
Love meets me in the shades again } 
Want I to walk in secret grove, 
£*en there I meet with isacred love ; . 
If so I bathe me in the spring. 
E'en on the brmk I hear him sing ; 
If so I meditate alone. 
He will be partner of my moan; 
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If fo I numniy he weeps with me. 
And where I am there will he be ; 
When as I talk of Rosalind, 
The God from coyness waxeth kind^ 
And seems in self-same frame to fly. 
Because he lores as well as I. 
Sweet Rosalind, for pity rue. 
For why, than lore I am more true : 
He, if he speed, will quickly fly. 
But in thy love I live and die. 



ANOTHSR. 

FROM THE SAME. 

FiBst shall the heavens want starry lights 
The seas be robbed of their waves. 
The day want sun, and sun want bright. 
The night want shade, the dead men graves^ 
The April flow'rs> and leaves, and tree> 
Before I false my faith to thee. 

first shall the top of highest hill 
By humble plains be overpry*d. 
And poets scorn the Muses' quill, 
And fish forsake the water glide^ 
And Iris lose her colour'd weed. 
Before I false thee at thy need. 

First direful tiate shall turn to peace^ 
And Love relent in deep disdain^ 
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And Death his fatal stroke AaQ cease, . 
And Envy pity every pain^ 
And Pleasure mourny and SonxMv smile. 
Before I talk of any guile. 

First Time shall stay his stayless race. 
And Winter bless his brows with cor% 
And Snow bemoisten July's face. 
And Winter spring, and Summer mourn. 
Before my pen, by help of Fame, 
Cease to recite thy sacred name. 



, bosalind's habrigal. 

FaOM THB SAM B. 

Love in my bosom, like a bee. 
Doth suck his sweet : 
Now with his wings he plays with me> 
Now with his feet : 
Within mine eyes he makes his nest> 
His bed amidst my tender breast ; 
My kisses are his daily feast. 
And yet he robs me of my rests 
Ah, wantouy will ye I 

And if I sleep, then pierceth he 
With pretty dight ; 
And makes his pillow of my knee 
Thelive*long night. 
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Strike I my lote, he tones the string,' 
He inu»ic plays if I but sing ; 
He lends me erery lovely thing. 
Yet cruel he my heart doth sting ; 
Ah, wanton^ urill ye ! 

i 

Else I with rc^es every day 
Wfll whip ye hence. 
And bind ye^ when ye long to play. 
For your offence ; 
I'll shut my eyes to keep ye in, 
I'll make you fast it for your sin, 
I'll count your power not worth a pin, 
Alas ! what hereby shall 1 win I 
If he gain-say me. 

What, if I beat the wanton boy 
With many a rod ? : 
He wHl repay me with annoy, * 
Because a God. 

Then sit thou safely on my knee. 
And let thy bower my bosom be ; 
Lurk in mine eyes, I like of thee, 
O, Cupid^ 60 thou pity me ! 
Spare not, but play thee^ 
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BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER. 



These names, united by friendship and confe- 
derate genius, ought not to be disjoined. Francis 
Beaumont was the son of Judge Beaumont of the 
Common Pleas, and was born at Grace-Dieu^ in 
Leicestershire, in 1586. He studied at Oxford, and 
passed from thence to the Inner Temple ; but his 
application to the law cannot be supposed to have 
been intense, as hb first play, in conjunction with 
Fletcher, was acted in his twenty*first year, and the 
short remainder of his life was devoted to the drama. 
He married Ursula, daughter and co-heiress of Sir 
Henry Isley of Kent^ by whom he had two daugh- 
ters, one of whom was alive, at a great age, in the 
year 1700. He died in l6l6, and was buried at the 
entrance of St. Benedict's chapel, near the monu«- 
ment of the Earl of Middlesex, in the cdlegiate 
church of St. Peter, Westminster. As a lyrical poet, 
F. Beaumont would be entitled to some remem^- 
brance independent of his niche in the drama. 

John Fletcher was the son of Dr. Rich. Fletcher, 
bishop of London : he was born probably in the 
metropolis, in 1576, and was admitted a pensioner 
of Bennet college about the age of fifteen. His 
time and progress at the university have not been 
traced, and only a few anecdotes have been gleaned 
about the manner of his life and death. Befbre 

VOL. II. • 
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the marriage of Beaumont, we are told by Aubrey, 
that Fletcher and he lived together in London, near 
the Bankside, not far from the theatre, had one bench 
in the same house bettveen them^ the same clothes, 
cloak, &c. Fletcher died in the great plague of 
1625. A friend had invited him to the country, 
and he unfortunately staid in town to get a suit of 
clothes for the visit, during which time he caught 
the fatal infection. He was interred in St. Saviour's, 
Southwark, where I fear that his grave, like that of 
Beaumont's in Westminster, is without an inscriptiocr* 
Fletcher survived his dramatic associate by ten 
years; and he was all along the more fertile composer 
of the two. Of about sixty pieces, published under 
their joint names, eighteen are ascribed to them con- 
jointly, thirty to Fletcher alone, and the remainder 
to Fletcher, assisted by other authors^ such as Shir- 
ley, Massinger, &c. The general account is, that 
Fletcher contributed the greater proportion of fancj 
and invention for their pieces, and that Beaumont, 
though he was the younger^ dictated the cooler 
touches of taste and judgment. This tradition is 
rather exaggerated in the verses of Cartwright, who 
says to Fletcher, 

<' Beaumont was fain 
" To bid thee write more dull ; that's, write again, 
** And bate some of the fire that from thee came 
*• In a clear, bright, full, but too large a flame/* 

Many verses to the same effect might be quoted, but 
the tradition derogatory to Beaumont's genius, is 
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coDtradicted by other testimonies of rather an earlier 
date, coming from writers who must have known 
the dramatists themselves, at least as well as Cart- 
wright. Ben Jonson speaks of Beaumont's originality 
with the emphasis peculiar to the expression of his 
opinions, and Earl, the intimate friend of Beaumont, 
ascribed to him, while Fletcher was alive, the exclu- 
sive merit of three plays^ which contain some of the 
most beautiful passages in their theatre, viz. the 
« Maid's Tragedy/' « Philaster," and " King and 
•no King." If Beaumont had the sole or chief merit 
of those pieces, he could not have been, what Cart- 
wright would make us believe, the mere pruner of 
Fletcher's luxuriancies, an assessor who made him 
write again, and more dully. Indeed, with reverence 
to their memories, nothing that they have written 
has the appearance of having been twice written ; 
and the management of their stories would lead 
us to suspect that neither of the duumvirate took 
much trouble about correctness. It is not pro- 
bable that their departments in writing would be 
formally divided. Still the scanty lights which 
enable us to guess at what they respectively wrote, 
seem to warrant that distinction of their genius 
which is made in the poet's allusion to 

** Fletcher's keen treble, and deep Beaumont's base." 

Beaumont was the deeper scholar. Fletcher is said 
to have been more a man of the world. Beaumont's 
▼ein was more solemn 3 but he was not without 
humour, for the mock heroic scenes in one or two 
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of their plays, wliich arc excellent, are, with proba- 
bility, ascribed to him. 



EVADNB*S PENITENCE TO AMINTOR. 

FROM THE liAID*S T&AGEDT. 

Amint, How now? 

Evad. My much abused lord, 
I do not kneel to live — I dare not hope it, 
The wrongs I did are greater. Look upon me. 
Though I appear with all my faults. 

Amint, Stand up. 
This is a new way to beget more sorrow. 
Heaven knows I have too many I Do not mock me ; 
Though I am tame, and bred up with my wrongs. 
Which are my foster-brothers, I may leap. 
Like a hand-wolf, into my natural wildness. 
And do an outrage. — Prithee, do not mock me. 

Evad. My whole life is so leprous, it infects 
All my repentance. I would buy your pardon. 
Though at the highest set ; even with my life. 
That slight contrition^ that's no sacrifice 
For what I have committed. 

Amint, Sure I dazzle ; 
There cannot be a faith in that foul woman. 
• • * • • OhiEvadne, 
Would there were any safety in thy sex. 
That I might put a thousand sorrows off. 
And credit thy repentance ! But I must not : 
Thou hast brought me to that dull calamity. 
To that strange misbelief of all the world. 
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And all things that are in it, that I fear 
I shall fall like a tree^ and find my grave. 
Only rememb'ring that I grieve. 

Evad, My lord, 
Give me your griefs ; you are an innocent, 
A soul as White as heaven ; let not my sins 
Perish your noble youth. I do not fall here 
To shadow, by dissembling with my tears, 
* * * * what heaven and you 
Know to be tougher than the hand of Time 
Can cut from man's remembrance — no, I do not: 
I do appear the same, the same Evadne, 

Drest in the shames I lived in, the same monster, 

« «<« « « • « * 

Till you, my dear lord, shoot your light into me, 
The beams of your forgiveness. 1 am soul-sick. 
And wither with the fear of one condemned 
Till I have got your pardon. 



FROM THE SAMK. 

Aspatia, forsaken by her lover, finds her maid Autiphila working 
a picture of Ariadne. The expression of her sorrow to Anii- 
phila and the other attendant thus concludes : 

» *« « « « • « 

Thex, my good girls, be more than women wise. 
At least be more than I was ; and be sure 
You credit any thing the light gives light to, 
Before a man. Rather believe the sea 
Weeps for the ruin*d merchant when he roars ; 
Rather the wind courts but tlie pregnant sails, 
Wiien the strong cordage cracks ; rather the sun 
Comes but to kiss the fruit in wealthy autumn. 
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When all falls blasted. If you needs must loTe» 
Forc*d by ill fate, take to your maiden bosoms 
Two dead cold aspicks, and of them make lovers ; 
They cannot flatter nor forswear ; one kiss 
Makes a long peace for all. But man, — 
Oh that beast man ! Come, let's be sad, my girls. 
That downcast eye of thine^ Olympias, 
Shews a fine sorrow. Mark Antiphila ; 
Just such another was the nymph Oenone, 
When Paris brought home Helen. Now a tear. 
And then thou art a piece expressing fully 
The Carthage queen, when from a cold sea-rock. 
Full with her sorrow, she tied fast her eyes 
To the fair Trojan ships, and having lost them. 
Just as thine eyes do, down stole a tear. Antiphila! 
What would this wench do if she were Aspatia? 
Here she would stand till some more pitying god 
Turn'd her to marble ! ^Tis enough, my wench ; 
Shew me the piece of needlework you wrought. 

Antiphila, Of Ariadne, madam ? 

Aspatia, Yes, that piece. 



Fie, you have miss'd it here, Antiphila. 

You're much mistaken, wench ; 

These colours are not dull and pale enough 

To shew a soul so full of misery 

As this sad lady's was ; — do it by me ; 

Do it again by me, the lost Aspatia, 

And you shall find all true but the wild island. 

Suppose 1 stand upon the sea-beach now. 

Mine arms thus, and mine hair blown with the wind. 
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Wild at that desert ; and let all about me 
Tell that I am forsaken. Do my face, 
If thou hadst ever feeling of a sorrow. 
Thus, thus, Antiphila : strive to make me look 
Like sorrow's monument ; and the trees about me^ 
Let them be dry and leafless ; let the rockt 
Groan with continual surges, and bdmfed me 
Make all a desolation. Look, look^ wenches^ 
A miserable life of this poor picture. 



PROM THB TRAGBDT OF PHILASTKR. 
FliilMter*8 dcierfpdon of lus page to bis mistress Arethnsa. 

Arethwa. How shall we devise 

To hold intelligence, that our true loves. 
On any new occasion, may agree 
What path is best to tread i 

Philaster. I have a boy. 

Sent by the gods, I hope, to this intent. 
Not yet seen in the court. Hunting the buck, 
I found him sitting by a fountain side, 
Of which he borrowed some to quench his thirst. 
And paid the nymph again as much in tears : 
A garland lay him by, made by himself 
Of many several flowers, bred in the bay. 
Stuck in that mysdc order that the rareness 
Delighted me. But ever when he tum'd 
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Hii tender eyes upon 'em, he would weep 
As if he meant to make tKem grow again* 
Seeing such pretty helpless innocence 
Dwell in his face^ I ask'd him all his story. 
Heboid me that his parents gentle dy'd. 
Leaving him to the mercy of the fields. 
Which gave him roots^ and of the ciystal springs. 
Which did not stop their courses^ and die sun. 
Which still, he thank'd him, yielded him his ligltt/ 
Then took he up his garland, and did shew 
What every flower, a^ country people hold. 
Did signify, and how all ordePd ; thus 
Expressed his grief, and to my thoughta did read 
The prettiest lecture of his country art 
That could be wish'd, so thait roethought I eould 
Have studied it. I gladly entertained him. 
Who was as glad to follow, and have got 
The trustiest, loving'st, and the gentlest boy 
That ever master kept/ Him will I send 
To wait on you, and bear our hidden love. 



FROM THB SAME. 

PhiUfter parting with BeUario, wba is to enter the sernoc q€ 
Arelhnsa. — Act II. Scene I. 

Philaster. And thou shalt find her, honourablit 

boy, y *• 

Full of regard unto thy tender youth. 
For thine own modesty, and for my sake. 
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Apter to give than thou wilt be to ask, — 
Ay, or deserve. 

Bellario, Sir, you did take me up when I was. 
nothing, 
And only yet am something by being yours. 
You trusted me unknown, and that which you were 

apt 
To construe a simple innocence in me, 
Perhaps migfit have been crafl — the cunning of a boy 
Harden' d in lies and theft ; yet ventured you 
To part my miseries and me, for which 
I never can expect to serve a lady 
That, bears more honour in her breast than you. - 

Philaster, But, boy, it will prefer thee : thou ark 
young. 
And bear'st a childish overflowing Jove 
To them that clap thy cheeks and speak thee fair yet. 
But when thy judgment comes to rule those passioni^, 
Thou wilt remember best those careful friends 
That plac'dthee-in- the noblest way of life: 
She> is a princess I prefer thee to. 

Bellario, In that small tiqae that I have seen the 
world, 
I never koew^a.man hasty to part 
With a servant he thought trusty. I remember 
My father, would prefer the boys he kept 
To greater men than he ; but did it not 
Till they were grown too saucy for himfelfr - 
. PkUaster^ Why, gentle feoy, I find no Yault ^it all 
In thy behaviour. 

VOL, I, z 
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BeUario. Sir, if I hare made 
A fault of ignorance, instruct my youth > 
I ihall be willing, if not i^t to learn. 
Age and experience will adorn my mind 
With larger knowledge ; and if I have done 
A wilful fault, think me not past all hope 
For once. What master holds so strict a hand 
Over his boy, that he will part with him 
Without one warning > Let me be corrected 
To break my stubbornness, if it be so. 
Rather than turn me off, and I shall mend. 

Philaster. Thy love doth plead so prettily t« ttfty> 
That, trust me» I could weep to part with thee. 
Alas, I do not turn thee off: thou know'st 
It is my business that doth call me hence ; 
And when thou art with her thou dwell'st with me : 
Think so, and 'tia so. And when tin^ is full 
That thou hast well discharged this heavy tryst 
Laid on so weak a one, I will again 
With joy receive ^ee : as I live, I will.. 
Nay, weep not^ gentle boy— -'tis more tblia time - 
Thou didst attend the princess. 

JBellario* I am gone. 
And since I am to part with you, my l«rd* 
And none knows whether I shall live to d» 
More service for you, take this h'ltle prayer: 
Heav'n bless your loves, your fights, all your deiif »s t 
May sick men^ if they have your wiab, be weU ; 
And Heav*a bate dum you curses, though I be oae ! 
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Philaster*f mmd being poisoned with jealousy tiiat hk MhCi^eM is 
perfidiously attaclied to Ibe Page, he tries to extort the sap- 
posed secret from ^ellario. 

Philaster. See— Hsee, you godst 

Enter Bellabio. 

He walks still, and the face you let him weat 
When he was innocent is still the same— <• 
Not blasted. Is this justice ? Do you mean 
T'entn^ mortality, tabat you allow 
Treason so smooth a brow ? I camiot now 
Think he is guilty. 

Bell. Health to you, my lord: 
The princess doth commend to you her lov0» bar life» 
And thisy unto you. 

FhiU Oh, Bellario, 
Now I perceive she loves me ; she does shew it 
In loving thee, my boy : she's made thee brave. 

Bell. My lord, she has attir*4 me pasi my wish, 
past my desert, more fit for her attendaotN.- 
Though far unfit for me who do atttod. 

PhiL Thou art grown courtly, boji* Ohf let all 
women 
That love black deeds learn to dissemble here : 
Here, by this paper, she does write to me . 
As if her heart were mines of adamant 
To all the world besides, but unto me 
A maiden snow that melted wiih my looks. 

'12 
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Tell me^ my boy, how doth the princess use thee ? 
For I shall guess her love to me by diatv. 

Bell, Scarce like her servanty but as if I were 
Something allied to her, or had presenr'd 
Her life three times by my fidelity ; 
As mothers fond do use their only sons ; 
As I'd use one that's left unto my trust. 
For whom my life should pay if he met harm — 
So she does use me. 

Phil. Why, this is wond'rous well ; 
But what kind lang^uage does she feed thee with > 

Bell, Why 9 she does tell me sho will trust my youth 
With all her loving secrets, and does call me 
Her pretty servant; bids me weep no more 
For leaving you — shell see my services 
Jtegarded ; and such words of that soft strain. 
That I am nearer weeping when she ends 
Than ere she spake, 

Phil. This is much better still. 

Bell, Are you not ill, my lord ? 

PhU. m^no, BeUario. 

Bell. Methinks your words 
Fall not from off your tongue so evenly, . 
Nor is there in your looks that quietness « 
That I was wont to see. 

Phil. Thou art deceived, boy. 
And she strokes thy head ? 

Bell, Yes. ' 

PhiL And does she clap thy cheeks i 

Bell, She does, my lord. . ' ' 
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Phil. And does she kiss thee, boy? — ^ha ! 

Bell, Not so, my lord. ' . 

Phil, Come, come, I know she does. 

Bell. No, by my life. 

* * * * * * * 

Phil. Oh, my heart! 
This is a- salve worse than the main disease. 
Tell me thy thoughts, for I will kndw the leadt 
That dwells within thee, or wfll rip thy heart 
To know it : I will see thy thoughts as plain 
As I do now thy face. 

Bell. Why, so you do. 
She is (for aught I know), by all the gods. 
As chaste as ice ; but were she foul as hell. 
And I did know it thus — the breath of kings^ 
The points of swords, tortures, nor bulls of brass. 
Should draw it from me. 

Phil, Tlien it is no time 
To dally with thee : — I will take thy life. 
For I do hate thee. I could curse thee now. 

BeU, if you do hate, you could not curse me worse. 
The gods have not a punishment in store 
Greater for me than is your hate. 

Phil Fie, fie ! so young and so dissembling. 
Tell me when and where * * * * 
Or plagues fall on me if I destroy thee not ! 

BeU, Heaven knows I never did 5 and when I lie 
To save my life, may I live iong and loath'd ! 
Hew me asunder ; and, whilst I can think^ 
1*11 love those pieces you have cut away 



1 
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Better than tAnme that grawt and kiat those Iraibs 
Because you made them sq. 

PhUp Fear'st thpu not death ? Can boys c.oatcm9 
that? 

BeU, Ohy what boy is he 
Can be content to live to be a man. 
That sees the best of men thus passionate^ 
Thus without reason ? 

Phil, Oh, but thou dost not know 
What 'tis to die ! 

BeU, Yes, I do know> mj lord, 
^Tis less than to be bom — a lasting sleep^ 
A quiet resting frcMn aU jealousy, 
A thing we all pursue. I know, besides. 
It is but giving o'er a game that must be lost* 

Phil. But there are pains, false boy, 
For perjured souls* Think but on these, and then 
Thy heart will melt, and thou wilt utter alL 

BeU. May they fall all upon me whilst I live. 
If I be perjur*d> or have ever thought 
Of that you charg^ me with ! If I be &lse. 
Send me to suffer in those punishments 
You speak of — kill me ! 

Phil. Oh ! what should I do ? 
Why who can but believe him ? he does swear 
So earnestly, that if it were not true 
Tiie gods would not endure him. Bise, Belkurio ; 
Thy protestations are so deep, and thou 
Dost look so truly when thou utter'st them. 
That though I know 'em false as were my hopes^ 
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I cannot urge thee farther ; but diou wert 
To blame to injure me, for I must love 
Thj honest looks, and take no revenge upon 
Thy tender youth. A love from me to thee 
So firm, whate'er thou dost, it troubles me 
That I have call'd the blood out of thy cheeks. 
That did so well become thee 5 but, good boy. 
Let tae not see thee more. Something is done 
That will distract me, that will make me mad, 
if I behold thee. If thou tender'st me. 
Let me not see thee. 

SelL I will fly as far 
As there is morning, ere I give distaste 
1*0 that most honour'd mind ; but through these 

tears. 
Shed at my hopeless parting, I can see 
A world of treason practised upon you, 
And her, and me. Farewel for evermore ! 
If you shall hear that sorrow struck me dead. 
And after find me loyal, let there be 
A tear shed from you, in my memory. 
And I shall rest at peace. 

PMl Blessing be with thee. 
Whatever thou deserv*st J 
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Id the last scene of PbiUster, the snpposed yoaih, BeXUanK}, is 
obliged to confess her sex, and accoonts thus for her assumed 
disguise. 

PlUkuter. But, Bellario, 
(For I must call tbee still so) tell me why 
Thou didst conceal thy sex ? It was a fault — 
A faulty Bellarioy though thy other deeds 
Of truth outweigh'd it. All these jealousies 
Had flown to nothing, if thou hadst discovered 
What now we know. 

Bell. My father oft would speak 
Your worth and virtue ; and as I did grow 
More and more apprehensive, 1 did thirst 
To see the man so prais'd ; but yet all this 
Was but a maiden longing, to be lost 
As soon as found, till, sitting at my window. 
Printing my thoughts in lawn, I saw a god, 
I thought, but it was you, enter our gates ; 
My blood flew out and back again as fast 
As I had puff'd it forth, and suck'd it in 
Like breath ; then was I calFd away in haste . 
To entertain }^ou: never was a map, 
Heav'd from a sheep-cote to a sceptre, rais'd 
So high in thoughts as I. You left a kiss 
Upon these lips then, ivhich I mean to keep 
From you for ever. I did hear you talk 
Far above singing ! After you were gone. 
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I grew acquainted with my heart, and 8earch*d 

What stirr'd it so. Alas ! I found it love. 

Yet far from lust ; for, could I but have liv'd 

In presence of you, I had had my end. 

For this I did delude my noble father 

•With a feign'd pilgrimage, and dressed myself 

In habit of a boy; and, for I knew 

My birth no match for you, I was past hope 

Of having you ; and understanding well. 

That yrh^n I made discovery of my sex ~ 

I could not stay with you, I made a vowy 

By all the most religious things a maid 

Could rcall together, never to be known 

Whilst there was hope to hide me from men*s eyes', 

For other than I seem'd, that I might ever 

Abide with you ; then sat I by the fount 

Where first you took me up. 

King, Search out a match 
Within our kingdom where and. when thou wilt,. . 
And I will pay thy dowry; and thyself 
Wilt well deserve him. 

Bell. Never, sir, will I 
Marry ; it is a thing within my vow : 
But if I may have leave to serve the princess, 
To fiee the virtues of her lord and her, 
I shall have hope to live. 

A^ethuia. 1, Philaster, 
Cannot be jealous, though you had a lady, 
Dress*d lik^ a page, .to serve you ; nor. will I 
Suspect ^er living here. Come> livcwith me, 
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Live free as I do : the that love» m j lord. 
Curst be the wife that hates her ! 



TMS BJBCONCIUBBfBNT OF MR. tUO^MBL, TAB CUEAtB, 

AND ABIGAIL* 

raOM TBE SeORNFUt LADY, SCBHB I. ACt IT. 

Abig. Ses how scornfully he passes by me. 
With what an equipage canonical, 
As though he had broken the heart of Bellannine, 
Or added something to the singing brethren ; 
"^Tis scorn, I know it, and deserve it. Master Roger* 

Eog, Fair gentlewoman, my name is Rotfer* 

Abig. Then, gentle Roger—— 

Rog, Ungentle Abigail ■ ■ ■ » 

Jbig. Why, Master Roger^ will yoa set y^nv wit 
To a weak woman's ? 

Rog. You are weak, indeed ; 
For so the poet sings. 

Abig. I do confess 
My weakness, sweet Sir R(^er. 

Rog. Good, my lady's 
Gentlewoman, or my good lady*s gentlew^maD^ 
{This trope is lost to you now) leave your pratisg. 
You have a season of your first mother in jM, 
And, surely, had the devil been in love^ 
He had been abused too. Go, DaUlab, 
You make men foob, and wMur fig4Mreeehe8. 
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Abig. Well, well, hard-hearted man, you may 
dilate 
Upon the weak infirmities of woman. 
These arc fit texts : but once there was a time- 
Would I had never seen those eyes, those eyes. 
Those orient eyes ! 

Rog^ Ay, they were pearls once with you, 

Abig^ Saving your presence, sir, so they are still* 

Rog, Nay, nay, I do beseech you, leave your 
cogging ; 
What they are, they are^-^ 
They serve me without spectacles— I thank 'em, 

Abig» Oh, will you kill me^ 

Rog. I do not think I can ; 
YouVe like a copyhold with nine lives in*t« 

Abig. You were wont to wear a Christian fear 
about you. 
For your own worship's sake. 

Rog. I was a Christian fool, then. 
Do you remember what a dance you led me. 
How I grew qualm*d in love, and was a dunce; 
Could not expound but once a quarter, and then 

was out too— 
And then, out of the stir you put me in, 
I pray'd for my own royal issue. You do 
Bemember all this. 

Abig. Oh, be as then you were. 

Rog. I thank you for it. 
Surely I will be wiser, Abigail, 
And, as the Ethnic poet sings. 
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I will. not lose my oil and labour too. 
You're for the worshipful^ I take it, Abigail. 

Abig. Ob, take it so, and then I am for thee. 

^og. I like these symptoms well, and this humbling 
also. 
They are symptoms of contrition, as a father saith. 
If I should fall into my fit again* 
Would you not shake me into a quotidian coxcomb^ 
WVkdd you not use me scurvily again. 
And give me possets with purging comfits in them ? 
I tell thee, gentlewoman, thou hast been harder to me 
Than a long chapter with a pedigree. 

Abig. Oh, curate, cure me ; 
I will love thee better, dearer, longer ; 
1 will do .any thing* — betray the secrets 
Of the main houseliold to thy reformation ; 
My lady shall look lovingly on thy learning : 
And when due time shall point thee for a parson, • 
I will convert thy eggs to penny custards, . 
And thy tithe goose shall graze and multiply. 

Rog, I am mollified. 
As well shall testify this faithful kiss. 
But have a great care. Mistress Abigail, 
How you depress the spirit any more. 
With your rebukes, and mocks, for certahily 
The edge of such a folly cuts itself. 

Abig, Oh, Sir, you've pierced me thorough ! Here 
I vow ^ 

A recantation to those malicious faults 
I ever did against you. Never more 
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Will I despise your learning ; never more 
Pin cards and cony tails upon your cassock ; 
Never again reproach your reverend nightcap, 
And call it by the mangy name of murrion ; 
Never your reverend person more, and say 
You look like one of Baal's priests i' the hanging ; 
Never again, when you say grace, laugh at you. 
Nor put you out at pray'rs; never cramp you more 
With the great book of Martyrs ; nor, when you ride. 
Get soap and thistles for you — No, my Roger, 
These faults shall be corrected and amended. 
As by the tenor of my tears appears. 



JULIO TANTALIZED BY BUSTOPHA ABOUT THB 
FATB OF HIS NBPHEW ANTONIO. 

^ THE MAID OF THE MItL, ACT lY. SCENE II. 

Julio» My mind's unquiet ; while Antonio 
My nephew's abroad, my heart's not at home ; 
Only my fears stay with me-— bad company. 
But I cannot shift 'em off. This hatred 
Betwixt the house of Bellides and us 
Is not fair war — 'tis civil, but uncivil ; 
We are near neighbours, were of love as near^ 
Till a cross misconstruction ('twas no more 
In conscience^) put us so far, asunder. 
I would 'twere reconciled ; it has lasted 
Too many sunsets : if grace might moderate, 
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Man shbuld not lose so many days of peace 
To satisfy the anger of one minute. 
I could repent it heartily. I sent 
The knave to attend my Antonio too. 
Yet he returns no comfort to me neither. 

. ■ 

E^ier BvsronLA. 

Bust* No, I roust not. 

JnL Ha! he is come. 

Buii. I must not : 
'Twill break his heart to hear it. 

Jul. How ! there's bad tidings. 
I must obscure and hear it : he'll not tell it 
For breaking of my heart. It's half split already. 

Bust, I have spied him. Now to knock down a don 
With a lie — a siJly, harmless lie : 'twill be 
Valiantly done, and nobly, perhaps. 

JuL I cannot hear him now. 

Bust. Oh> the bloody days that we live in ! 
The envious, malicious, deadly days 
That we draw breath in. 

JuL Now I hear too loud. 

Bust. The children that never shttU be bovnmay 
rue. 
For men that are slain now, might have lived 
To have got children that nnght have cim^d 
Their fathers. 

JuL Oh, my posterity is niia*d. 

Bust. Oh, sweet Antonio I 

JuL Q dear Antonio ! 
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Bust* Yet it was nobly done of both partf , 
When he and Lisauro met^ 

Jul, Oh, death has parted them ! 

Bust, Welcome^ my mortal foe ! says one. Wei- 
come. 
My deadly enemy! sayst'other. Off go their dpubtets^ 
They in their shirts^ and their swords stark naked. 
Here lies Antonio — ^here lies Lisauro. ' 
He comes upon him with an embroccado. 
Then he puts by with a puncta reversa. Lisauro 
Kecoils me two paces, and some six inches back 
Takes his oareer^ and then — Oh i ■« 

Jul. Oh!— 

Bust, Runs Antonio 
Quite through. 

Jul, Oh, villain! 

Bust, Quite through, between the arm 
And the body, so that he had no hurt at that bout. 

Jul, Goodness be pri(is*d 1 

Bust, But then, at next encounter. 
He fbtches me up Lisauro ; Lisauro 
Makes out a lunge at him, which he thinking 
To be a passado, Antonio's foot 
Slipping down-«*oh ! down- " ■ ■ 

Jul. Ob, now thou art lost I 

Bust, Oh, but the quality of the thing; both 
gentlemen. 
Both Spanish Chhstiansp-^yel one man to shed— 

Jul. Say his enemy's Uood. 

Bust. His hair laay come 



i 
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By divers casualties, though he never go- 

Into the field with his foe ; but a man 

To lose nine ounces and two drams of blood 

At one wound, thirteen and a scruple at anothev. 

And to live till he die in cold blood ; yet the surgeon- 

That cur'd him said, that \fpia mater had not 

Been perish'd, he had been a lives man 

Till this day. - 

Jul, There he concludes— he is gone. 

BusU But all this is nothing, — ^now I come to the 
point. . 

Jul, Ay, the point— that's deadly; the ancient 
blow 
Over the buckler ne'er went half so deep. . 

Bust, Yet pity bids me keep in my charity ; 
For me to pull an old man's ears' from his head- - 
With telling of a tale. Oh, foul tale! no, be silent, 

tale. 
Furthermore, there is the charge of hurial. . 

Every one will cry blacks, blacks^ that had 
But the least finger dipt in his hlood, though ten. 
Degrees removed when 'twas done. Moreover, . 
The surgeons that made an end of him will be paid 
Sugar-plums and sweet-breads; yet, say I, 
The man may recover again, and die in his bed. 

Jul. What 1 motley stuff is t this ? Sirrah^ ^peak 
truth. 
What hath befallen my dear Antonio ? . . 
Restrain your pity in .concealing it; . 
Tell me the danger fiill. Take off your care 
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Of my receiving it ; kill me that way, 

I'll forgive my death ! What thou keep*st back from 

truth. 
Thou shalt speak in pain : do not look to find 
A limb in his right place, a bone unbroke, 
Nor so much flesh unbroil'd of all that mountain. 
As a worm might sup on— dispatch or be dispatch'd. 

Bust, Alas, Sir, I know nothing but that Antonio 
Is a man of God's making to this hour ; 
'Tis not two since I lefl him so. 

Jul, Where didst thou leave him ? 

Biistm In the same cloaths he had on when he went 
from you. . 

Jid, Does he live ? 

Bust* I saw him drink. 

Jul, Is he not wounded ? 

Bugt. He may have a cut i' the leg by this time. 
For don Martino and he were at whole slashes. 

JuL Met he not with Lisauro ? 

Bust, I do not know her» 

JuL Her ! Lisauro is a man^ as he is. 

Bust. I saw ne'er a man like him. 

Jul, Didst thou not discourse 
A fight betwixt Antonio and Lisauro ? 

Bust. Ay, to myself: 
I hope a man may give himself the lie 
If it please him. 

Jul. Didst thou lie then ? 

Bust. As sure as you live now. 

Jul. I live the happier by it* When will he return ? 

VOL. I. A A 
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Butt. That he sent me to tell you— <within these 
Ten days at farthest. 

JuL Ten days ! he's not wont 
Te be absent two. 

Bust. Nor I think he will not. He said he would 
be at home 
To-morrow ; but I love to £peak within 
My compass. 

Jul, You shall speak within mine. Sir, now. 
Within there ! take this fellow into custody* 
Keep him safe, I charge you. [Enier Servants, 

Bust. Safe, do you hear ; take notice 
What plight you fiud me in. If there want but a 

collop, 
Or a steak of me, look to 't. 

Jul. If my nephew 
Return not in his health to-morrow, thou goest 
To the rack. 

Bust. Let me go to the manger firsts 
Pd rather eat oats thaa hay* 



EDITH PLEADING FOR THE LIFE OF HER FATHER. 

FROM THE TRAGEDY OF ROLLO DVftB OF MORMAWITt.. . 

ACT IV. 

Persons of the scene. — Rolb, Duke rf Normandy; Bmmem l, Cif- 
tain of the Guard; Baldwin, Tutor of the Prince; EdUk^Baii- 
wn*t Daughter, 

RoUo. Go, take this dotard here {poinimg^ to Bald- 
win), and take his head 
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Off with a sword. 

Ham^ Your schoolmaster ? 

RoUo, Even be. 

Bald, For teaching thee no better : 'tis the best 
Of all thy damned justices. Away ! 
CaptaiA, I'U follow. 

Edith, O stay there^ Duke» 
And, in the midst of all thy blood and fury. 
Hear a poor maid's petition — hear a daughter, 
The only daughter of a wretched father ! 
Oh ! stay your haste, as i shall need your mercy. 

RoUo. Away with this fond woman ! 

Edith, You must hear me. 
If there be any spark of pity in you ; 
If sweet humanity and mercy rule you. 
I do confess you are a prince — ^your anger 
As great as you, your execution greater. 

RoUo, Away with him \ 

Edith. Oh, Captain, by thy manhood. 
By her spft soul that bare thee — 1 do confess, Sir^ 
Your doom of justice on your foes most righteous. 
Good, noble Prince, look on me. 

Both. Take her from me. 

Eiith, A curse upon his life that hinders me ! 
May father's blessing never fall upon him ! 
May heav'n ne'er hear his prayers ! I beseech you — 
O Sir, these tears beseech you — these chaste hands 

woo you. 
That never yet were heav'd but to things holy^ 
Things like yourself; You are a god above us, 

A A 2 
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Be as a god, then, full of saving mercy. 
Mercy ! Oh, mercy ! Sir — ^for his sake mercy, 
. That, when your stout heart weeps, shall give 3M>u 
pity. 
Here I mu^t grow. 

RoUo, By heaven I'll strike thee, wom^n ! 

Edith. Most willingly — ^let all thy anger seize me. 
All the most studied tortures, so this good man. 
This old man, and this innocent escape thee. 

Rolio, Carry him away, I say. 

Edith. Now blessing on thee ! Oh, sweet pity, 
i see it in thine eyes. I charge you, soldiers, 
Ev'n by the Princess power, release my father I 
The Prince is merciful — ^why do you hold him ? 
The Prince forgets his fury — ^why do you tug him ? 
He is old— why do you hurt him ? Speak, oh speak. 

Sir! 
Speak, as you are a man-«-a man*s life hangs, Sir, 
A friend's life, and a foster life, upon you. 
'Tis but a word, but mercy — quickly spoke. Sir. . 
Oh speak. Prince, speak ! 

RoUo, Will no man here obey me ? 
Have I no rule yet ? As I live, he dies 
That does not execute my will, and suddenly. 

Bald. All thou canst do takes but one short hoar 
from me. 

iio//o. Hew off her hands ! 

Ham. Lady, hold off. 

Edith. No, hew 'em ; 
Hew off my innocent hands, as he commands you. 
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They'll hang the faster on for death's convulsion. 

[Exit Baldwin with the guard. 

Thou seed of rocks, will nothing move thee then ? 

Are all my tears lost, all my righteous prayers . 

Drown'd in thy drunken wrath i I stand up thus, 
then, 

Thus boldly, bloody tyrant ! 

And to thy face, in heav'n*s high name, defy thee ; 

And may sweet mercy, when thy soul sighs for it. 

When under thy black mischiefs thy flesh trembles, 

When neither strength, nor youth, nor friends, nor 
gold, 

Can stay one hour ; when thy most wretched con- 
science. 

Waked from her dream of death, like fire shall melt 
thee; 

When all thy mother's tears, thy brother's wounds. 

Thy people's fears and curses, and my loss. 

My aged father's loss, shall stand before thee : — 

May then that pity,-— 

That comfort thou expect'st from heav'n— -that 

mercy 
Be lock'd up from thee — ^fly thee! bowlings find 

thee! 
Despair ! (Oh my sweet father ! ) Storms uf terror ! 
Blood till thou burst again ! 
Roilo. Oh fair, sweet anger ! 
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INSTALLATION OF TBS KING OP TH£ BEGGABS. 
FROM BEGOASS' BTBH, ACT 11. SCESE I. 



Perms. — King Clauae, Prigg, Ginks, Uiggen, Ferrd^ mtd giher 

Beggars. 

Ferret. What is't I tee ? Snap has got it* 
Stiap* A good crown, niarry* 
. Prigg, A crown of gol d - 
Ferret. For our new King — good luck* 
GMs. To the common treasury with it— ^if it be 
gold. 
Thither it must. 

P^SS' ^po^^ lil^c A patriot^ Ginks. 
Kmg Clause. I bid God save thee first ; first 
Clause, 
Afiter this golden token of a crow n ' > ■ 
Where's orator Higgen with his gratulating speech 

now. 
In all our names ? 

Ferret. Here he is, pumping for it^ 
Ginkt. H' has cough'd the second time, 'tjis but 
once more^ 
Atad th6n it comes. 

Ferret. So out with all! Expect dow-' — 
' Hig. That thou art chosen, venerable Clause, 
Our king, and sovereign monarch of the mailnders. 
Thus we throw up dur nah-cheats first for joy^ 
And then our filches ; last we clap our fambles— 
Three subject signs-— we do it without envy. 
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For who is he here, did not wish thee chosen ? 
Now thou art chosen, ask them— all will say so-** , 
Nay, swear't — 'tis for the King : but let that pass. 
When last in conference at the bouzing ken V 
This other day, we sat about our dead prince. 
Of famous memory (rest go with his rags!), 
And that I saw thee at the table's end^ 
Rise mov'd, and gravely leaning on one crutch. 
Lift t'other, like a sceptre, at my head ; 
I then presag'd thou shortly wouldst be king. 
And now thou art so—- but what need presage 
To us, that might have read it in thy beard. 
As well as he that chose thee ? By that beard, 
Thou wert found out and mark*d for sovereignty ! 
Oh, happy beard ! but happier Prince, whose beard 
Was so remarked, as marking out our Prince, 
Not bating us a hair. Long may it grow, 
And thick and fair, that who lives under it 
May live as safe as under beggars' bush, 
Of which this is the thing, that but the t3rpe. 
Omnes, Excellent, excellent orator! Forward, 
good Higgen ■ 
Give him leave to spit — the fine, well-spoken Higgen! 
Hig, This is the beard, the bush, or bushy beard. 
Under whose gold and silver reign 'twas said 
^ So many ages since, we all should smile. 
No impositions, taxes, grievances ! 
Knots in a state, and whips unto a subject. 
Lie lurking in this beard, but all kemb'd^ out. 

» Alehouse. — ^* Combed. 
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If, noWf the beard be fnch, what is the Prmoe 
That oires the beard ? A &ther? no— «a grandfiobfer ? 
Nay, the great-grandfather of you his people. 
He will not force away your hens, your bacon. 
When you have ventur'd hard for't ; nor take from 

you 
The fattest of your puddings. Under him 
Each man shall eat his own stol'n eggs and batter. 
In his own shade or sunshine^ and enjoy 
His own dear doll doxy^ or mort at night 
In his own straw, with his own shirt or sheet. 
That he hath^/^A'^ that day — ay, and possess 
What he can purchase «—^^ or belb/ cheats 
To his own prop. He will have no purveyors 
For pigs and poultry. 

Clauu, That we must have, ray learned orator, • 
It is our t0f/^— and every man to keep 
In his own path and circuit. 

Hig. Do you hear ? 
You must hereafter maund on your own pads, he 
says. 

Clause, And what they get there is their own; 
besides^ 

To give good words 

Hig. Do you mark, to cut bfen whids^ 
That is the second law. 
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DISTANT VIBW OP THB ROMAN ARMY ENGAGING 

TH£ BRITONS. 

FROM THE TRAGEDY OF BONDUCA, SCENE Y. ACT III. 

See that huge battle moYing from the mountains. 
Their gilt coats shine like dragon scales, their march 
Like a rough tumbling storm ; see *em, * * « 
And then see Rome no more. Say they fail ; look; 
Look where the armed carts standi a new army ! 
Lopk how they hang like falling rocks, as murdering 
Death rides in triumph, Drusius, fell Destruction 
Lashes his fiery horse, and round about him 
His many thousand ways to let out souls. 
Move me again when they charge^, when the moun- 
tain 
Melts under their hot wheels, and from their ax-trees 
Huge claps of thunder plough the ground before 

them, 
Till then I'll dream what Rome was. 



BONDUCA ,A1TACK£D IN HBR FORTRBSS BY. THE 

ROMANS. 

FROM THE SAME, SCENE lY. ACT IT. 

Persons.-— 6hiftoiittw, Jtmtuf , Dedui, and other Samant, Bonduea 
and htr daughtert mUh A^enntut above, 

Sueton. Bring up the catapults^ and shake the wall, 
We will not be outbraY'd thus. 

1 llie Roman who makes this speech is i^pposed to be re- 
clining, overcome with fiidgoef ahd going to snatch a momentary- 
repose. ' . . 
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Nennius. Shake the earthy 
Ye cannot shake our souls. Bring up your rams. 
And with their armed heads make the fort totter. 
Ye do but rock us into death, 

Juniiu, See, sir. 
See the Icenian queen in all her glory 
From the strong battlements proudly appearing. 
As if she meant to give us lashes. 
Decius, Yield, queen. 
Bonduca, I'm unacquainted with that language, 

Roman. 
Sueton» Yield, honoured lady, and expect our 
mercy; 
We love thy nobleness. 

Bond, I thank ye, ye say well ; 
But mercy and love are sins in Rome and hell. 
Sueton, You cannot 'scape our strength, you must 
yield, lady; 
You must adore and fear the power of Rome* 

Bond, If Rome be earthly, why should any knee 
With bending adoration worship her ? 
She's vicious, and your partial selves confess 
Aspires the height of all impiety. 
Therefore 'tis fitter I should reverence 
The thatched houses where the Britons dwell 
In careless mirth ; where the bless'd household gods 
See nought but chaste and simple purity. 
'Tis not high power that makes a place divine. 
Nor that the men from gods derive their line ; 
But sacred thoughts, in holy bosoms stor'd. 
Make people noble, and the place ador'd* 



BEAUMONT AND FLBTCH£A« 363 

Suet on. Beat the wall deeper. 
Bond, Beat it to the centre. 
We will not sink one thought. 
Suet on. Ill make ye« 
Bond, No. 

Second Daughter. Oh, mother, these are fearful 
hours ! — speak gently. 



CARATACH, PRINCE OF THE BRITONS, WITH HIS 
NEPHEW HENGO ASLEEP. 

FROM SCENE III. ACT V. OF THE SAME. 

Car, Sleep still, sleep sweetly, child ; 'tis all thou 
feed'st on : 
No gentle Briton nedr, no valiant charity 
To bring thee food. Poor knave, thou*rt sick, ex- 
treme sick, 
Altnost grown wild for meat, and yet thy goodness 
Will not confess or shew it. All the woods 
Are double lin'd with soldiers^ no way lefl us 
To m^ke a noble *scape. I'll sit down by thee. 
And when thou wak'st either get meat to save thee, 
Or lose my life i'the purchase. Good gods comfort 
thee! 

Enter Caratach and Hbngo on the rock. 

Car* Courage, my boy, I've found meat: look, 
Hengo» 
Look, where «ome blessed Briton^ to preserve thee. 



364 BEAUMONT AND FUBTCHBR; 

Has hung a little food and drink. Cheer up, boy. 
Do not forsake me now. 

Hengo. Oh ! uncle^ uncle, 
I feel I cannot stay long ; vet I'll fetch it 
To keep your noble life. Uncle, Fm heart whole. 
And would live. 

Car. Thou shalt, long, I hope. 

Hengo, But — my head, uncle — 
Methinks the rock goes round. 

Enter Macer and Judas, Romans^ 

iSlacer. Mark 'em well, Judas, 

Judas, Peace, as you love your life. 

Hengo. Do not you hear 
The noise of bells ? 

Car, Of bells, boy ? His thy fancy. 
Alas ! thy body's full of wind. 

Hengo. Methinks, sir, 
They ring a strange sad knell, a preparation 
To some near funeral of state. Nay, weep aot. - 

Car, Oh ! my poor chicken. 

Hengo. Fye, faint-hearted uncle ; 
Come, tie me in your belt, and let me down* , 

Car. 1*11 go myself, boy. 

Hengo. No ; as you love me, uncle, 
I will not eat it if I do not fetch it. 
The danger only I desire ; pray tie me. 

Car, I will, and all my care hang o'er thee. Come, 
child. 
My valiant child. 

Hengo. Let me down apace, uncle. 
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And you shall see how like a daw 1*11 whip it 
From all their policies; for 'tis most certain 
A Roman train. And you must hold me sure too. 
You'll spoil all else. When I have brought it, uncle, 
We'll be as merry 

Car* Go i'the name of heaven, boy. 

Hengo, Quick, quick, uncle, I have it. Oh ! 

[Judas shoots Henqo. 

Car. What ail'st thou ? 

Hengo, Oh! my best uncle, I am slain» 

Car, I see you — [KiUs Judas rioith a stone. 
And heav'n direct my hand ! Destruction 
Go with thy coward soul ! How dost thou, boy ? 
Oh ! villain—— 

Hengo. Oh ! uncle, uncle ! 
Oh ! how it pricks me ; extremely pricks me. 

Car.' Coward rascal ! 
Dogs eat thy flesh ! 

Hengo, O, I bleed hard — I faint too— out upon't ! 
How sick I am — the lean rogue, uncle ! 

Car. Look, boy^ IVe laid him sure enough. 

Hengo. Have you knocked out his brains ? 

Car, I warrant thee> for. stirring more. Cheer 
up, child. 

Hengo, Hold my sides hard; stop, stop; oh! 
wretched fortune- 
Must we part thus ? Still I grow sicker, uncle. 
Car^ Heav*n look upon this noble child. - 
Hengo. I once hop'd 
I should have Hv'dto have met these bloody Romans 
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Rule and admit no rivals. The pure springg. 
When they are courted by lascivious land-floods. 
Their maiden sweetness and their coolness perish ^ 
And though they purge again to their first beauty. 
The sweetness of their taste is clean departed* 
I must have all or none ; and am not worthy 
Longer the noble name of wife, Arnoldo, 
Than I can bring a whole heart pure and handsome. 



ARNOUDO TEMPTED BT HYPOLITA. 
FROM THE SAME. 

Am. Fy, stand off; 
And give me leave more now than e'er to wonder 
A building of so goodly a proportion. 
Outwardly all exacts the frame of heaven. 
Should hide within so base inhabitants. 
You are as fair as if the morning bare you. 
Imagination never made a sweeter 
* ¥t * *•* * * * 
Be excellent in all as you are outward : 
The worthy mistress of those many blessings 
Heav'n has bestowed, make 'em appear stUl nobler. 
Because they're trusted to a weaker keeper.—* 
Would you have me love you ? 

Hip. Yes. 

Am, Not for your beauty; 
Though I confess it blows the first fire in us ; 
Time as he passes by puts out that sparkle. 
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Nor fofyoup wealth, although the world kneel to it, 
And make' it all addition to a woman ; 
Fortune, that ruins all, make that his conquest* 
Be honest and be virtuous, I'll admire you ; 
At least be wise : and, where you lay these nets,. 
$trew over them a little modesty, 
'Twill well become your cause, and catch more fools. 
HijK Could any one, that lov'd this wholesome- 
counsel. 
Bat love the giver more ? — You make me fonder^ 
You have a virtuous mind>^I want that ornaments 
Is it a sin, I covet to. enjoy you ?— - 
If you imagine Pm too free a lover. 
And act that part belongs to you, I'm silent. 
Mine eyes shall speak^ my blushes parley with you ; 
I will not touch your hand but with a tremble 
Fitting. a vestal nun; not long to kiss you, 
But gently as the air, and undiscern'd tooy 
I'll steal it thus^c I'll walk your shadow by you^ 
So still and silent, that it shall be equal 
To put me off as that*. 



■»» 



SCBNK tN tH£ COMEDY OF MONSIEUR THOMAS. 

Valentine having formed the noble resolution of giving op his 
mistress Cellide to preserve the life of his friend Francis, wha 
is in love with her, is supposed' to hear the following dialogue^ 
unknown to Francis, 

Francis* Bless me, what beams 
Rew from those angel eyes! Qh, what a misery, 
vol.. X. B 9 
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What a most studied tarment 'tis to me now 
To be an honest man ! Dare yoa sit hy me ? 

Cdlide. Yes, and do more than that too«-€omfort 
you; 
I see you've need* 

Francis. You are a fiur physician ; 
You bring no bitterness, gilt o'er, to gull u^ 
No danger in your looks ; yet there my death lies ! 

CeUide. I would be sorry, sir, my chanty. 
And my good wishes for your health, should merk 
So stubborn a construction. Will it please you 
To taste a little of this cordial ? 

[Enter \ aix»tj»% fmaUlyn 
For this I thmk must cure you* 

Francis. Of which, ladyK-^ 
Sure she has found my grief.— Why da you Uush so i 

CeUide. Do you not understand? of thiS}-»4bia 
cordial. 

Valentine* Oh, my aflicted heart! she's gone for 
ever^ 

Fram What heaven you have brought me^.la^y ^ 

CeL Do not wonder : 
For 'tis not impudence, nor want of honour,. 
Makes me do this v but love to save your Itfe, aii^ 
Your life, too excellent to lose iue wishes- 
Love, virtuous love ! 

Fran. A virtuous blessing crown you t 
Oh, goodly sweet! can there be so much el 



> Valendne it suppofed to remafai imdiicQwefed, and 
speechei not to be hiMd by Jhnds mfd C#ds. 
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So noble a compassion in that hearty 

That's fiird up with another's fair affections? 

Can mercy drop from ttiose eyes ? 

Can miracles be wrought upon a dead man. 

When all the power you have, and perfect object. 

Lies in another's light, and his deserres it } 

CeL Do not despair; nor do not think too 
boldly 
I dare abuse my promise; *twas your frlend% 
And so fast tied, I thought no time could ruin ; 
But so much has your danger, and that spell. 
The powerful name of friend, prevaird above him. 
To whom I ever owe obedience. 
That here I am, by his command, to cure ye ; 
Nay more, for ever, by his full resignment ; 
And willingly I ratify it. 

Fran* Hold, for hetf^en sake ! 
Must my friend's misery make me a triumph i 
Bear I that noble name to be a traitor ? 
Oh, virtuous goodness \ keep thyself untainted : 
You have no power to yield, nor he to render. 
Nor I to take — I am rcsolv'd to die first 1 

VaL Ha ! say'st thou so ? — Nay, then thou shalt 
not perish I 

Fran, And tho' I love ye above the light shines 
on me; 
Beyond the wealth of kingdoms; free content 
Sooner would snatch at such a blessing ofierTd, 
Than at my pardon'd life, by the law forfeited. 
Yet-«^et, oh, noble beauty ! — ^yet, oh, paradise ! 

B B 2 
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(For you are all the ^nwnder reveal*d of it) ; 
Yet 18 a gratitude to be preserv'd, 
A worthy gratitude, to one most worthy 
The name and nobleness of friends! 

CeL Pray tell me. 
If I had never known that gentleman. 
Would you not willingly embrace my offer? 

Fran, D*you make a doubt ? 

CeL And can you be unwilling, 
He being old and impotent ? — ^his aim, too, 
Leveird at you, for your good ; not constrain*d. 
But out of cure, and counsel ? — Alas ! consider ; 
Play but the woman with me, and consider^ 
As he himself does, and I now dare see it<-^ 
Truly consider, sir, what misery— 

Fran. For virtue's sake, take heed! 

CeL What loss of youth. 
What everlasting banishment from that 
Our years do only covet to arrive at. 
Equal affections, bom and shot together ! 
What living name can dead age leave behind him ?" 
What act of memory, but fruitless doting? 

Fran, This cannot be. 

CeL To you, unless you apply it 
Witb nu>re and firmer faith, and so digest it : 
I speak but of things possible^ not done. 
Nor like to be ; a posset cures your sickness. 
And yet I know you grieve this ; and howsoever 
The worthiness of friend may make you stagger^ 
(Which is a fair thing in you)^yet,,roy patient^ 
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My gentle patient, I would fain say more. 
If you would understand. 

Val, Oh ! cruel woman ! 

CeL Yeti sure your ^sickness is not'so fofgetful> 
Nor you so willing to be lost ? 

Fran, Pray stay there : 
Methinks you are not fair now ; methinks more^ 
That modest virtue, men deliver'd of you, 
Shews but like shadow to me, thin and fading 1 

VaL Excellent friend! 

Fran, You have no share in goodness ; 
You are belied ; you are not Cellide, 
The modest, the immaculate !-^Who are you i 
For I will know—— What devil, to do mischief 
Unto my virtuous friend^ hath shifted shapes 
With that unblemished beauty ? 
^ CeL Do not rave, sir. 
Nor let the violence of thoughts distract you; 
You shall enjoy me ; I am yours ; I -pity> 
By those fair eyes, I do. 
' Fran, Ob, double heaitedl 
Oh, woman ! perfect woman ! what di£(traction 
Was meant to manfkind when thou wast made h 

devil ! 
What an inviting hell invented ! — ^Tell me. 
And, if you yet remember what is goodness, 
T^l me by that, and truth, can one so cherish-dly 
So sainted in the^soul of him, whose service 
Is almost turn'd to superstition. 
Whose every day endeavours and desii^s 
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Offer tbenuielves like inceiife on yoar altar». 
Whose heart holds no intelligence, but holy 
And most religious with his love, whose life 
(And let it ever be remember' d, lady i) 
Is drawn out only for your end s ■ ■ 

Val. Ohi miracle! 

Fran, Whose all and every part of mau»(pra^ 
mark me !) 
Like ready pages, wait upon your pleasures. 
Whose breath is but your babble— «an. you, dare 

you. 
Must you, cast off this man, (tho* he were willing:, 
tlio*, ip a nobleness to cross my danger. 
His firiendsliip durst confirm it), without baseneas. 
Without the stain of honour ?«*-Shall not people 
Say liberally hereafter, ** There's the lady 
** That lost her father, friend, herself, her faith 

too, 
^ To fawn upon a stranger," for aught you know. 
As faithless as yourself^— in love, as fruitless ? 

Val. Take her, with all my heart !— Thou art so 
honest. 
That 'tis most necessary I be undone. 
With all ray soul possess her ! 

Cel, Till this minute 
I scorn*d and hated you, and came to cozen you ; 
Utter'd those things might draw a wonder on me. 
To make you mad* 

Fran. Good heaven ! what is this woman i 

Cel, Nor did your danger, but in charity. 
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More me a whit; nor you appear unto me 
More than a common object : yet now^ truly, 
Truly^ and nobly, I do love you dearly, 
And from this hour you are the man I honour ; 
You are the man, the excellence, the honesty^ 
The only friend : — and I am glad your sickness 
Fell so most happily at this time on you, 
To make this truth the world's. 

Fran. Whither d'you drive me ? 

CeL Back to your honesty; make that good 
ever ; 
'Tis like a strong built castle, seated high. 
That draws on all ambitions ; still repair it. 
Still fortify it ; there are thousand foes* 
Besides the tyrant Beattty, will assail its 
Look to your centinels, Uiat watch it hourly. 
Your eyes— 4et them not wanderl 

Fran, Is this serious> 
Or does she play still with me? 

Cd» Keep your ears, 
The two main ports that may betray you, strongly 
From light belief first, then from battery. 
Especially where woman beats the parley; 
The body of your strength, your noble hearty 
From ever yielding to dishonest ends, 
Ridg'd round about with virtue, that no breaches* 
No subtle mines, may i|ieet you ! 

Fran, How like the sun 
Labouring in his eclipse, dark and prodigtouf^ 
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She shewed till now ! When, having ^on his way/ ' 

How full of wonder he breaks out again. 

And sheds his virtuous beams ! Excellent angel 4 

(For no less can that heav'nly mind proclaim thee,) 

Honouir of all thy sex ! let it be lawful 

(And like a pilgrim thus I kneel to beg it. 

Not with profane lips now> nor burnt affecUons, 

But, reconcil'd to faith, with holy wishes,) 

To kiss that virgin handi 

CcL Take your desire, sir. 
And in a nobler way, for I dare trust you ; 
No other fruit my love must ever yield you, 
I fear, no more! — Yet, your most constant memory 
(So much I'm wedded to that worthiness) 
Shall ever be my friend, companion, husband ! 
Farew^ \ and fairly govern your affections ; 
Stand, and deceive me not! — Oh, noble young 

man! 
I love thee with my soul, but dare not say it ! 
Once more^ farewell, and prosper 1< 



SIR JOHN DAVIES. 

30RN ^570. — DIED 1626« 



■^iR John Da vies wrote, at twenty-five years of 
age, a poem on the immortality of the soul ; and at 
fifty-two, when he was a judge and a statesman, 
another on " the art of dancing'* Well might the 
teacher of that noble accomplishment, in MoUere*« 
-comedy^ exd^im. La pMlasophie est qudque chose-^ 
fnaisla danse'f 

Sir John was the son of a practising lawyer at 
Tisbury, in Wiltshire. He was expelled from the 
»Temple for beating Eichard Martyn *, who was after- 
wards recorder of London ; but his talents redeemed 
the disgrace. He was restored to the Temple, and 
elected to'parliament, where, although he had flat- 
-iered Queen Elizabeth in his poetry, he distinguished 
himself by supporting the privileges of the house, 
and by opposing royal monopolies. On the accession 
of King James he went to Scotland with Lord Huns** 
don, and was received by the new sovereign with 
flattering cordiality, as author of the poem Nosce 
teipsvm* In Ireland he was successively noipinated 



^ A respectable man, to whom Ben Jonson dedicated ■ liji 
roetanter. 
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solicitor and attorney-general, was knighted, and 
chosen speaker of the Irish House of Commons, 
in opposition to the Catholic interest. Two works 
which he published as the fruits of his obsenration 
in that kingdom, have attached considerable import- 
ance to his name in the legal and political history 
of Ireland '. On his return to England he sat in 
parliament for Newcastle-under-Lyne, and had as- 
•orances of being appointed chief justice of England^ 
when his death was suddenly occasioned by ^lo- 
fdexy^ He married, while in Ireland, Eleanor, a 
daughter of Lord Audley, by whom he had a daugh- 
ter, who was married to Ferdinand Lord Hastingib 
afterwards Earl of Huntingdon. Sir John's widow 
turned out an enthusiast and a prophetess. A vo- 
lume of her ravings was published in 1649, for which 
the revolutionary government sent her to the Toweiv 
and to Bethlehem hospital. 



THE VANmr OF HUMAN KNOWLBD6B. 

mOM WOSGE TEIP8UM, OR A POEM ON THE IMMORTALrrV OP 

^HESOOL. 

Why did my parents send me to die schools^ 
That I with knowledge might enridi ay mind? 
Since the desire to know first made men fools. 
And did corrupt the root of aU mankind. 

^ The works are, ** A discovery of the causes why Ireland was 
never subdued till the begSmmig of his mi^esty's feign,*' and 
** Reports of cases ad^dged in the kiu^f s courts in Ireland.* 
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What 18 this knowledge but the sky-stoPn firey 
For which the thief ^ still chaia'd in ice doth sit? 
And which the poor rude satyr did admire. 
And needs would kiss, but burnt his lips with it. 

In fine, what is it but the fiery coach 

Which the youth* sought, and sought his death 

withal. 
Or the boy's wings' which, when he did approach 
The sun's hot beams, did melt and let him &11 ? 

And yet, alas ! when all our lamps are bum'd. 
Our bodies wasted and our spirits spent ; 
When we have all the learned volumes turned. 
Which yield men's wits both strength and ornament, 

What can we know, or what can we discern. 
When error chokes the windows of the mind ? 
The divers forms of things how can we learn. 
That have been ever from our birth-day blind f 

When reason's lamp, that, like the sun in sky. 
Throughout man's little world her beams did spread^ 
Is now become a sparkle, which doth lie 
Under the ashes, half extinct and dead. 

How can we hope, that through thb eye and ear^ 
This dying sparkle, in this cloudy space. 
Can recollect these beams of knowledge cleafy 
Which were infus'd in the first minds by gjrace f 
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So might tlie heir whose father hath in play 
Wasted a thousand pounds of ancient rent. 
By painful earning of one groat a day 
Hope to restore the patrimony spent. 

The wits that div'd most deep and soar'd most higlv 
Seeking man*s powers, have found his weakness 

such ; 
Skill comes so slow, and time so fast doth fly. 
We learn so little and fofget so much. 

If or this the wisest of all moral men 
Said, ** he knew nought but that he did not know.*' 
And the great mocking master mock'd not then,. 
When he said truth was buried deep below. 



As spiders, touch'd, seek their web's inmost part;. 
As bees, in storms, back to their hives return; 
As blood in danger gathers to the heart ; 
As men seek towns when foes the country burn : 

^f aught can teach us aught, affliction's looks 
(Making us pry into ourselves so near), 
Teach us to know ourselves beyond all books^ 
Or all the learned schools that ever were. 

She within lists my ranging mind hath brought^ 
That now beyond myself I will not go : 
Myself am centre of my circling thought : 
Only myself I study^ learn, and know* 
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I know my body's of so frail a kind, . 
A& force without, fevers within can kill ; 
I know the heavenly nature of my mind. 
But His corrupted both in wit and will. 

I know my soul hath power to know all things. 
Yet is she blind and ignorant in all ; 
I know I'm one of nature's little kings. 
Yet to the least and vilest things am thralL 

I know my life's a pain, and but a^ span; 
I know my sense is mock'd in every thing : 
And, to conclude, I know myself a man. 
Which is a proud and yet a wretched thing. 

We seek to know the moving of each sphere. 
And the strange cause of th' ebbs and floods of Nile ; 
But of that clock within our breasts we bear. 
The subtle motions we forget the while^ 

For this few know themselves y for merchants brokos 
View their estate with discontent and pain ; 
And as the seas troubled, when they do revolve 
Their flowing waves into themselves again. 

And while the face of outward things we find 
Pleasing and fair, agreeable and sweet. 
These things transport and carry out the mind„ 
That with herself the mind can never meet* 
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Yet if afflictiim cmce her wars begin. 
And threat the feebler sense with sword and fire. 
The mind contracts herself and shrinketh in. 
And to herself she gladly doth retire. 



THAT THE SOUL IS MORE THAN A PERFECTION OH 
REFUSXION OF THE SENSE. 

Abb they not senseless, then, that think the soul 
Novght but a fine perfection of the sense. 
Or of the forms which fancy doth enrol, 
A qoick resulting and a consequence I 

What is it, then, tbat doth the sense accuse 
Both of &lse judgnMli Bnd fond appetites i 
What makes us do what nense doth most refuse^ 
Which oft in iorment of Ike sense delights ? 

Could any powers of sense the Roman move. 
To bum his own right hand with courage stout i 
Could sense make Marius sit unbound) and prove 
The cruel lancing of the knotty goutf 



Sense outsides knows— -the soul through all thingt 

sees; 
Sense, circumstance; she doth the substance vicwt. 
Sense sees the bark, but she the life of trees ; 
Sefase hears the sounds, but she the concord true.. 
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Then is the soul a nature which contafait 
The power of sense withui a greater power. 
Which doth employ and use the sense's pains. 
But sits and rules within hef private bower. 






THAT THB SOUL IS MORB THAM THM' 

or THB HUM OCTS OW THB BOBT. 

If she doAy dwDj^tbe subtle sense excel. 
How giMS are they that drown her in the bloody 
Or in the body's humours tempered well P 
As if in them such high, perfection stood. 

As if most skill in that musician were. 
Which had the best, and best tun'd, instrument;. 
As if the pencil neat,, and colours clear, 
Had pow'r to mi^e the painter excellent; 

Why doth not beauty,, then, refine the wit. 
And good complexion rectify the wUl i 
Why doth not health bring wisdom still with it ^ 
Why doth not sickness make men brutish st{U ^ 

Who can in memory, or wit, or will. 
Or air, or fire, or earthy or water, find ; 
What alchymist can draw, with all his skill. 
The quintessences of these from out the mind f 

If th* elements, which have nor life nor sense. 
Can breed in us so great a power as this. 
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Why gtre they not themselves like excellence,^ 
Or other things^ wherein their mixture is i 

If she were but the body's quality^ 

Then we should be with it sick, maim'd, and blind ; 

But we perceive, where these privations be. 

An healthy, perfect, and sharp-sighted mind. 



IN WHAT MANNER TUB SOUL IS UNITED TO THIzl 

BODY. 

But how shall we this union well express ? 
Nought lies the soul^ her subtlety is such^ 
She moves the body which she doth possess,. 
Yet no- part toucfaeth but by virtue's touch. 

Then dwells she not therein as in a tentjr 
Nor as a pilot in his ship. doth sit. 
Nor as the spider in his web^is pent,; 
Nor as the wax retains the print in it. 

Nor as a vessel water doth contain^ 

Nor as one liquor in another shed. 

Nor as the heat doth in the fire remain^ 

Nor as the voice throughout the air is spread ;, 

But as the fair and cheerful morning light 
Doth here and there her silver beams impart. 
And in an instant doth herself unite 
To the transparent air, in all and every part* 
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* * * * * * *'*'.' 

So doth the piercing soul the body fill. 
Being all in all, and all in part diftWd ; 
Indivisible^ incorruptible still. 
Nor forc'd, encountered, troubled, nor confus'dr 

And as the sun above the light doth bring. 
Though we behold it in the air below. 
So from the Eternal light the soul doth spring, 
Though in the body she her powers do shew. 



REASONS FOR THE SOUL^S IMMORTALITY. 

Again, how can she but immortal be. 
When, with the motions of both will and wit, 
She still aspireth to eternity. 

And never rests till she attain to it ? 

******** 

All moving things to other things do move 
Of the same kind, which shews their nature such ; 
So earth falls down, and fire doth mount above. 
Till both their proper elements do touch. 

And as the moisture which the thirsty earth 
Sucks from the sea to fill her empty veins. 
From out her womb at last doth takie a birth, c ' 
And runs a lymph along the grassy plains, 

VOL, I, e G 
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Long doth she stay, as loth to leave the land 
From whose soft side she first did issue tnake ; 
She tastes all places, turns to every hand» 
Her flowery banks unwilKng to forsdce. 

Tet nature so her streams doth lead and carry. 
As that her course doth nM^e Ao final stay. 
Till she herself unto the sea doth marry. 
Within whose watery bo^som first she lay. 

E'en so the soul, which, in this earthly mould. 
The spirit of God doth secretly infuse. 
Because at first she doth the earth behold, 
And only this material world she views. 

At first her niother earth she hoMeth dear. 
And doth embrace the world and worldly things ; 
She flies close by the ground, and hovers here. 
And mounts not up with her celestial wii^s : 

Yet under heaven she cannot light on aught 
That with her heav'nly nature doth Bgtee ; 
She cannot rest^ she onotfiot fix her thoughti 
She cannot in this world cottitented be« 

For who did ever yet, in honour, wealth. 
Or pleasure of the sen^e, contentment; find? 
Who ever ceasM to wish, when he bad health. 
Or, having wisdom, was not vex*d in isiiid ? 
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Then^ as a bee which among weeds doth fall, 
Which seem sweet flow'rs, with lustre fresh and gay* 
She lights on that, and this, and tasteth all. 
But, pleas*d with none, doth rise and soar away. 

So, when the soul finds here no true content. 
And, like Noah*s dove, can no sure footing take« 
She doth return from whence she first was senti 
And flies to him that first her wings did make* 



THOMAS GOFFE* 

BORN 1592. — ^DiBD 1627. 



This writer left four or five dramatic piece* of very 
ordinary merit. He was bred at Christ's Church, 
Oxford, He held the living of East Clcmdon, in 
Essex, but unfortuiiately succeeded not only to the 
living, but to the widow of his predecessor, who^ 
being a Xantippe, contributed, according to Lang- 
baine, to shorten his days by the *^ violence of her 
provoking tongue** He had the reputation of an elo^* 
quent preacher, and some of his sermons appeared 
in print* v 
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SCENE FBOM GOFFS'S TRAGEDY OF AMURATfi, OR 
THE COURAGEOUS TURB;. 

Aladin, hnsbtnd to the daughter of Amarath, hanng ribelTed 
against his father-in-law, is brought captire before him. 

Enter at one door, Amurath with attendants; at the other dooTj 
Aladiny hiM toife, txvo children, in wEite — they kneel to AmvratK 

Amur. Our hate must not part thus. Ill teE 

thee, prince. 
That thou hast kindled ^tna in our breast ! 
And such a flame is quench'd with nought but 

blood — 
His blood whose hasty and rebellious blast 
Gave life unto the fire ! * * * 

Alad, Why then, I'll, like the Roman Pompey, 
hide 
My dying sight, scorning imperious looks. 
Should grace, so base a stroke with sad aspect, i 
Thus will i muffle up, and choke my groans^* 
Lest a griey'd tear should quite put o.ut the name. 
Of lasting courage in, Carmania^'s faxpe ! 

Amur., What, still stiff-neck'd? Is this. the truce: 
. you beg? . 
Sprinkled before thy £su;e, those rebel brats 
Shall have their brains*— and th^ir dissected.limhs^ 
Hurl'd for a prey to kites ! — ^for, lords, 'tis fit 
No spark of such a mountain-threat'ning fire 
Be left as unextinct, lest it devour^ 



And prove more hot unto the Turkish Empery 
;ThaD the Promethean hlaze did trouble Jove j— <« 
First sacrifice those brats ! ■ . 

. 4^d, xoife. Dear father, let thy fury rush on me ! 
Within these entrails sheath thine insate sword ! 
And let this ominous and too fruitful womb 
JBe Jorn in sunder ! for from thence those babes 
Took all their crimes ; error (hath) made them guilt}^— 
*Twas nature's fault) not theirs. O if affection 
Can work then ! — now shew a true father's love ; 
If not, appease those murdering thoughts with me; 
For as Focasta pleaded with her sons 
For their dear father, so to a father I 
For ray dear babes^ and husband-<-husband!-^ 

father ! — 
Which «hall I first embrace ? Victorious father ! 
Be blunt those now sharp thoughts ; lay down those 

threats ; 
Unclasp that impious helmet ; fix to earth 
That monumental spear — look on thy child 
With pardoning looks, not with a warrior*s eye. 
Else shall my breast cover my husband's breast^ - 
And serve as buckler to receive thy wounds — 
Why .dost thou doubt ? — fear'st thou thy daughter's 

faith? 
Amur. I fear; for after daughter's perjury. 
All laws of nature shall distasteful be. 
Nor will I trust thy children or thyself. 
Alad» wife. * * * 

O let me kiss, kind father ! first the earth 
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SC£N£ FROM GOFFB's TRAG£J>Y OF AMURATil, OR 
THE COURAGEOUS TURK. 

Aladin, hasband to the davghter of Amarath, having rebelled 
agunst his father-in-law, b brought captive before him. 

Enter at one door, Amurath with attendants; at the other dooTy 
Atuditty hii toiptf two children, in wEite — they kneel to AmuratK 

Amur. Our. hate must not part thus. 1*11 teH: 

thee, prince^ 
That thou hast kindled JEtna in our breast ! 
And such a flame is quench*d with nought but 

blood — 

His blood whose hasty and rebellious blast 

Gave life unto the fire ! * * * 

* * * * * * ** 

Jlad. Why then, I'll, like the Roman Pompey, 
hide 
My dying sight, scornipg imperious looks. 
Should grace, so base a stroke with sad aspects i 
Thus will i muffle up, and chdse my groans,. 
Lest a griey'd tear should quite put out the xuime. 
Of lasting courage in. Carmania's fame I 

Amur., Whaty still stiff-neck'd? Is this the truce: 
you beg? 
Sprinkled before thy face, those rebel brats . 
Shall have their brains^— and Ui^ir dissected. limfals^ 
Hurl'd for a prey to kites ! — ^for, lords, 'tis fit 
No spark of such a mountain-threat'ning fire 
Be left as unextinct, lest it devour. 
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And prove more hot unto the Turkish Empery 
;Than the Promethean blaze did trouble Jove!— <« 
First sacrifice those brats ! 

4^d. wife. Dear father, let thy fury rush on me ! 
Within these entrails sheath thine insate sword ! 
And let this ominous and too fruitful womb 
JBeJornin sunder ! for from thence those babeiEf 
Took all their crimes ; error (hath) made them guilty— 
*Twas nature's faulty not theirs. O if affection - 
Can work then ! — now shew a true father*s love : 
If noty appease those murdering thoughts with me ; 
For as Focasta pleaded with her sons 
For their dear father, so to a father I 
For my dear babes^ and husband-«-husband!-^ 

father ! — 
Which shall I first embrace ? Victorious father ! 
Be blunt those now sharp thoughts ; lay down those 

threats ; 
Unclasp that impious helmet ; fix to earth 
That monumental spear — look on thy child 
With pardoning looks, not with a warrior's eye, 
£lse shall my breast cover my husband's breast^ * 
And serve as buckler to receive thy wounds — 
Why .dost thou doubt ? — fear'st thou thy daughter's 

faith ? 
Amur. I fear; for after daughter's perjury. 
All laws of nature shall distasteful be. 
Nor will I trust thy children or thyself. 
Alad. xvife. * * * 

O let me kiss, kind father ! first the earth 
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On which you treads then kiss mine husband's cheek. 
Great king, embrace those babes — ^you are the stock 
On which these grafts were planted— 

Amur. True ; and when sprouts do rob the tree 
of sap, 
They must be prun'd. 

Alad, wife. Dear father ! leave such harsh simili* 
tudes. 
By my deceased mother, to whose womb 
I was a ten months* burthen — ^by yourself. 
To whom I was a pleasing infant once. 
Pity my husband and these tender infants ! 

Amur. Yes ; to have them collect a manly strength. 
And their first lesson that their dad shall teach them. 
Shall be to read my misery. 

Alad. Stem conqueror! but that thy daughter 
shews 
There once dwelt good in that obdurate breast, 
I would not spend a tear to soften thee. 
Thou see'st my countries tiirn'd into a grave ! 
My cities scare the sun with fiercer flames. 
Which turn them into ashes ! — all myself 
So sleckt and carv'd, that my amazed blood 
Knows not through which wound first to take its 

way ! 
If not on me, have mercy on my babes, 
Which with thy mercy thou may'st turn to love. 

Amur. No, Sir, we must root out malicious seed ; 
Nothing sprouts faster than an envious weed. 
We see a little bullock 'mongst an herd. 
Whose horns are yet scarce crept from out (lis front. 
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Grows on a sudden tall, and in the fields 

Frolics so much, he makes his father yield. 

A little twig left budding on an elm. 

Ungratefully bars his mother's sight from heaven-* 

I love not future Aladins. 

Alad, wife. ****** 

AlaSy these infants ! — ^these weak-sinew'd hands 

Can be no terror to these Hector's arms. 

Beg, infants— begy and teach these tender joints 

To ask for mercy — ^leam your lisping tongues 

To give due accent to each syllable ; 

Nothing that fortune urgeth to is base. 

Put from your thoughts all memory of descent; 

Forget the princely titles of your father. 

If your own misery you can feel, 

Thus learn of me to weep— rof me to kneel. 
«**»**** 

\ti Child. Qood grandsire, see — see how my 

father cries ! 
Wtfe. Good father^ hear— hear how thy daughter 
prays. 
Thou that know'st how to use stem warrior's arms, 
Learn how to use mild warrior's pity too. 

Amur. Rise, my dear child! as marble against 
rain. 
So I at these obedient showers melt. 
Thus I do raise thy husband — thus thy babes, 

Freely admitting you to former state. 

* * *« * * * « 

Be thou our son and friend. 



SIR FULK GREVILLE, 

Who ordered this inscription for his own grave r 
** Servant to Queen Elizabeth, counsellor to King 
James, and friend to Sir Philip Sydney ;'' was created 
knight of the bath at James's coronation, after- 
wards appointed sub-treasurer, chancellor of the ex- 
chequer, and made a peer, by the title of Baron 
Brook, in i621. He died by the stab of a revengeful 
servant, in i628. 



STANZAS FROM HIS TREATISE ON HTJBIAN L£ARNING. 

KNOWLEDGE. 



^ 



A CLIMBING height it is, without a head. 

Depth without bottom, way without an end ; 

A circle with no line environed. 

Not comprehended, all it comprehends ; 

Worth infinite, yet satisfies no mind 

Till it that infinite of the God-head find. 

For our defects in nature who sees not ? 
We enter first, things present not conceiving. 
Not knowing future, what is past forgot ; 
All other creatures instant power receiving 
To help themselves : man only bringeth sense 
To feel and wail his native impotence. .. 
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IlkiAGINATION. 



Knowledge's next organ is imagination, 
A glass wherein the object of our sense 
Ought to respect true height or declination. 
For understanding's clear intelligence ; 
But this power also hath her variation 
Fixed in some, in some with difference- 
In all so shadowed with self-application. 
As makes her pictures still too foul or fair. 
Not like the life in lineament or air. 

REASON. 

The last chief oracle of what man knows 
Is understanding, which, though it contain 
Some ruinous notions which our nature shews 
Of general truths, yet they have such a stain 
From our corruption, as all light they lose ; 
Save to convince of ignorance or sin. 
Which, where they reign, let no perfection in. 



Nor in a right line can her eyes ascend, 
To view the things that immaterial are ; 
For as the sun doth^ while his beams descend. 
Lighten the earth but shadow every stary 
So reason, stooping to attend the sense. 
Darkens the spirit's clear intelligence. 
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INSUFFICIENCY OF PHIIjOSOPHY. 

Then what is our high-prais'd philosophy, 
But books of poesy in prose compiFd, 
Far more delightful than tliey fruitful be» 
Witty appearance, guile that is beguiPd; 
Corrupting minds much rather than directing, 
Th' allay of duty, and our pride's erecting. 

For, as among physicians, what they call 
Word magic, never helpeth the disease 
Which drugs and diet ought to deal withal. 
And by their real working give us ease ; 
So these word-sellers have no power to cure 
The passions which corrupted lives endure. 



SONNET FROM LORD BROOK's CAELICA. 

Merlin, they say, an English prophet bom. 
When he was young, and governed by his mother^ 
Took great delight to laugh such fools to scorn, 
As thought by nature we might know a brother. 

His mother chid him oft, till on a day 
They stood and saw a corpse to burial carried : 
The iftther tears his beard, doth weep and pray, 
The mother was the woman he had married. 

Merlin laughs out aloud, instead of crying; 
His mother chides him for that childish fashion, 
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Sajs men must mourn the dead^ themselves are 

dyings 
Good manners doth make answer unto passion. 

I'he child (for children see what should be hidden) 
Replies unto his mother by and by : 
Mother, if you did know, and were forbidden. 
Yet you would laugh as heartily as I. 

This man no part hath in the child he sorrows, 
His father was the monk, that sings before him : 
See then how nature of adoption borrows. 
Truth covets in me that I should restore him. 



SIR JOHN BEAUMONT, 

BORN 1582.^DI£D l628. 



Sir John Beaumont, brother of the celebrated 
dramatic poet, was born at Grace Dieu, the seat of 
the family in Leicestershire. He studied at Oxford, 
and at the inns of court ; but, forsaking the law, 
married and retired to his native seat. Two years 
before his death he was knighted by Charles the 
First. 

He wrote the Crown of Thorns, a poem, of which 
no copy is known to be extant; Bosworth Field j 
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INSUFFICIENCY OF PHIIX)SOPHY. 

Then what is our high-prais'd philosophy. 
But books of poesy in prose compil'd. 
Far more delightful than tliey fruitful be. 
Witty appearance, guile that is beguil'd; 
Corrupting minds much rather than directing, 
Th' allay of duty, and our pride's erecting. 

For, as among physicians, what they call 
Word magic, never helpeth the disease 
Which drugs and diet ought to deal withal. 
And by their real working give us ease ; 
So these word-sellers have no power to cure 
The passions which corrupted lives endure. 
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Merlin, they say, an English prophet born, 
When he was young, and govem^i by his mother. 
Took great delight to laugh such fools to scorn, 
As thought by nature we might know a brother. 

His mother chid him oft, till on a day 
They stood and saw a corpse to burial carried : 
The iftther tears his beard, doth weep and pray. 
The mother was the woman he had married. 



Merlin laughs out aloud, instead of crying ; 
His mother chides him for that childish fashion. 



SIR JOHN BEAUMONT. Sg5 

Sajs men must mourn the dead^ themselves are 

dying; 
Good manners doth make answer unto passion. 

The child (for children see what should be hidden) 
Replies unto his mother by and by : 
Mother, if you did know, and were forbidden. 
Yet you would laugh as heartily as I. 

This man no part hath in the child he sorrows, 
His father was the monk, that sings before him : 
See then how nature of adoption borrows. 
Truth covets in me that I should restore him. 



SIR JOHN BEAUMONT, 

BORN 1582. — DIED l628. 



Sir John Beaumont, brother of the celebrated 
dramatic poet, was born at Grace Dieu, the seat of 
the family in Leicestershire, He studied at Oxford, 
and at the inns of court; but, forsaking the law, 
married and retired to his native seat. Two years 
before his death he was knighted by Charles the 
First. 

He wrote the Crown of Thorns, a poem, of which 
no copy is known to be extant; Bosworth Field j 



3P0 S1& JOHN B£AUMONT. 

mid a yariety pf small original and translated piecei. 
Bosworth Field may be compared with Addison's 
CampaigDy without a high compliment to either. 
Sir John has no fancy^ but there is force and dignity 
an some of his passages ; and he deserves notice as 
one of the earliest polishers of what is called the 
heroic couplet. • 



RICHARD BEFORE THE BAITLB OF BOSWORTH. 

The duke'^ stout presence, and courageous looks. 

Were to the king as falls of sliding brooks ; 

Which bring a gentle and delightful rest 

To weary eyes, with grievous care opprest. 

He bids that Norfolk, and his hopeful son, 

Whose rising fame in arms this day begun. 

Should lead the vanguard — for so great command 

He dares not trust in any other hand — 

The rest he to his own advice refers. 

And as the spirit in that body stirs. 

Then, putting on his crown, a fatal sign ! 

So pffer'd beasts near death in garlands shine — 

J^e rides about the ranks, and strives t'inspire 

Each breast with part of his unwearied fire.. 

* " My fellow soldiers ! though your swords ; 
Are sharp, and need not whetting by my words,. 
Yet call to mind the many glorious days 
In which we treasured up immortal praise. 
If, when I serv'd, 1 ever fled from foe, 
Fly ye from mine — let me be punish'd so ! 
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But if my father^ when at first he tried 

How all his sons could shining blades abide. 

Found me an eagle, whose undazzled eyes 

Afiront the beams that from the steel arise, 

And if I now in action teach the same, 

Know then, ye have but changed your general's 

name. 
Be still yourselves ! Ye fight against the dross 
Of those who oft have run from you with loss. 
How many Somersets (dissension's brands) 
Have felt the force of our revengeful hands? — 
From whom this youth, as from a princely flood. 
Derives his best, but not untainted blood — 
Have our assaults made Lancaster to droop ? 
And shall this Welshman^ with his ragged troop, 
Subdue the Norman and the Saxon line. 
That only Merlin may be thought divine ?— 
See what a guide these fugitives have chose ! 
Who, bred among the French, our ancient foes. 
Forgets the English language and the ground. 
And knows not what our drums and trumpets sound!** 
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